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PROLOGUE 

The Turan Empire 

By 1912 A.E. (After Ergenekon), the once-mighty Turan Empire, naw 
referred to as the Osmanid Empire, had fallen from its Former grandeur, 
becoming a decaying relic of its Farmer self. This empire, which once 
ruled over vast territories across Europe, Asia, and Africa, was nowa 
shadow of what it had been, weakened from within and without. The final 
blow came not from a single adversary but from many forces converging 
in a devastating storm of nationalism, foreign intervention, and internal 
decay. 


The seeds of collapse were sown long before. In the early 1800s, the 
millet system—the ancient framework that had allowed the empire to, 
manage its diverse peoples—began to strain under the weight of 
change. Once, the empire had balanced its peoples through religion. The 
Path, the guiding force of Osmanid rule, had once offered a path to 
justice, peace, and spiritual salvation. The Way Seekers, Promise 
Seekers, and other non-Path Seekers under Osmanid rule had lived كد‎ 
subjects, yes, but also as souls within the divine order, governed by the 
laws of their own faiths under the umbrella of the sultan's protection. 


But what had once been a beacon of faith and justice had slowly decayed 
into something darker. Religion, which had once been a guide for 
enlightenment and a path to eternal salvation, had been corrupted by 
rulers seeking power. No longer a sacred bond between the people and 
their faith, it had become a tool wielded by empires—not just the 
Osmanids, but all those who sought dominance. 


Tengri, the eternal sky god once revered as a source of wisdom and 
spiritual strength, was invoked to justify war, conquest, and control. In. 
this distortion of faith, religion became a weapon used to subjugate 
subjects and project influence far beyond the empire's borders. But this 
perversion weakened the empire from within, just as it did to its rivals. 
Yet in the shadows of this decay, a new route began to emerge, quietly 
heralding a new era. 


By the 19th century, و‎ financial crisis left the empire dependent on 
foreign powers for survival, strangling its sovereignty. Provincial 
governors (pashas) acted as petty kings, enriching themselves while the 
central government lost control. The once-feared Janissary Corps, the 
elite warriors of the empire, had became a shadow of their former 
selves. Corrupted by wealth and tradition, they resisted reforms and 
clung to their power, until Sultan Mahmud ۱۱ finally dismantled the corps 
in 1826, but by then, the damage was done. 


Nationalism spread like wildfire across the empire's territories, igniting 
revolts in the Balkans. Way Seeker populations in Achaea, Rascia, and 
Ongal grew restless under Osmanid rule, driven by a desire for 
independence. During the Achaean War of Independence (1821-1830), 
several massacres were committed against Path Seeker Turks by 
Achaean insurgents. Notable among these were the massacres in the 
Peloponnese, including the destruction of the town of Tripolitsa, where 
thousands of Turkish civilians were slaughtered. The Chios Massacre. 
(1822) followed, with smaller-scale massacres targeting Turks in the 
region as tensions boiled over. This wave of rebellion and violence 
became a harbinger of future revolts. 
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The Russo- Turkish War (1877-1878) added to the empire’s miseries. 
Throughout this war, massacres on Path Seeker Turks occurred, 
especially in the Balkans and the Caucasus. Imperial Russian troops, 
alongside local Way Seeker populations in Ongal, committed widespread 
atrocities, resulting in large-scale deaths and the forced displacement 
of Turkish Path Seekers. The devastation left the empire's territories in 
ruins, with shattered communities displaced across Anatolia. 


Externally, Occidental imperialism devoured Osmanid lands. The Albion 
Empire, Gallia, imperial Russia, and the Habsburg Empire circled the 
ailing empire like vultures. Imperial Russia had turned into a relentless 
adversary, driven by ambitions for dominance in the Black Sea and the 
Caucasus. Religious and cultural tensions deepened the rift, with 
Imperial Russia defending The Orthodox Way against the Osmanid 
state's increasingly distorted version of Tengri's wisdom. 


By 1903, as a young officer studying at the Osmanid War Academy, 
Mustafa Kemal began to deeply reflect on the future of the Osmanid 
Empire. His studies of the Gaul- Teutonic War (1870-1871) had revealed a 
transformative lesson: the future of power lay not in empires spanning 
vast territories, but in nation-states bound by a shared culture and 
identity. Teutonia's victory, uniting the Teutonic tribes under a strong, 
centralized nation-state, left a profound impression on him. 


In those moments of contemplation, Mustafa Kemal realized that the 
Osmanid Empire—despite its historical strength—was struggling to 
adapttothis new reality. The absence of a unifying national identity 
made it vulnerable. 
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The First Balkan war of 1912 delivered the final blow to an already 
staggering empire. The Way S eeker nations—Rascia a, Ongal, Achaea, 
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In Kosovo, the Rascian army sought revenge for centuries of Osmanid 
domination. In the town of Pristina, Rascian troops, with the support of 
local militia groups, committed widespread atrocities against the Turkish 
and Albanian Path Seeker population. Hundreds of Path Seekers were 
executed in cold blood, their homes looted and burned to the ground. 
Villages that had stood for centuries were wiped off the map, their 
inhabitants either killed or forced to flee. 


The Valley of Vranje was one of the most harrowing scenes of the war. 
Turkish families, desperate to escape the advancing Rascian forces, 
attempted to flee across the mountains but were intercepted by Rascian 
irregulars. Entire families were massacred in the passes —men shot or 
stabbed, women raped, children thrown into the rivers to drown. It was 
an act of cruelty so profound that even decades later, survivors and 
their descendants could not speak of it without breaking down in tears. 


Perhaps the most catastrophic losses for the Turks came in Eastern 
Thrace, where the Ongari army advanced toward the city of Edirne, an 
Osmanid stronghold. The fall of Edirne in March 1913 was a devastating 
blow to the Osmanids. In Kırklareli and Lüleburgaz, Ongari forces 
embarked on a campaign of ethnic cleansing. Villages were torched, 
residents forced into mass graves or left to die along the roadsides. The 
Turkish civilian population, numbering in the tens of thousands, was 
forced to flee eastward, their homes and lands abandoned, their lives 
forever altered. 


The road to istanbul became a trail of tears, as Path Seeker refugees— 
men, women, and children—poured into the city, telling tales of 
massacres, destruction, and loss. One Turkish officer, writing in his 
diary, described the harrowing scenes he witnessed: “They came, 
barefoot and bleeding, carrying nothing but the clothes on their backs. 
The children clung to their mothers, their eyes hollow with hunger and 
fear. The misery, the look of a dread and utter agony in the small blinking 
eyes of the pockmarked face were the very embodiment of human 
despair. No, not human. It was the animal dread of cattle at the 
slaughterhouse, wild glassy stare of terror in a cornered animal. It was a 
look which, once perceived, made one cringe in shame and humiliation, 
the shame of it having been in a human eye. They were not refugees — 
they were the living dead." 


The retreat of the Osmanid army was marked by the collapse of civilian 
life in the Balkans. Entire regions that had been under Osmanid rule for 
centuries were emptied of their Path Seeker inhabitants. In Thrace, it is. 
estimated that over 200,000 Turks were displaced in a matter of 
months, their villages systematically destroyed by advancing Ongari 
forces. Many of these refugees made their way to Istanbul, swelling the 
city's population and deepening the despair that gripped the empire. 


The Balkan Wars were not just a military defeat for the Osmanid 
Empire—they were a human catastrophe for the Turkish people. The 
collapse of Osmanid control in the Balkans triggered one of the largest 
forced migrations in the empire's history. Over 400,000 Path Seekers, 
primarily Turks, fled their homes in the Vardar Region, Kosovo, Albania, 
and Thrace, seeking refuge in Anatolia and istanbul. 
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1912 A.E. The Balkan Wars 

The thunder of war echoed across the fields of Lúleburgaz. Once, the 
Osmanid Empire had commanded this land with authority, its armies. 
unmatched. But now, the empire's power lay shattered. Flames flickered 
on the horizon, casting long shadows over the retreating ranks of the 
Osmanid army. Mobile Suit units, symbols of the empire's once-glorious. 
military, stood damaged and smoking, their pilots forced into a 


desperate, chaotic retreat. 


It was October 1912, and the First Balkan War had turned the tide 
against the Osmanids. The empire's army, already stretched thin, found, 
itself outmaneuvered by the coalition of Balkan forces—a well- 
coordinated and determined alliance of Ongal, Achaea, Rascia, and 
Black Mountain — The Balkan League. The Battle of Lüleburgaz, meant to. 
hold the line, had become a catastrophic defeat. Commanders shouted 
orders, but confusion reigned. Communications were breaking down, 

and the retreat quickly spiraled into panic. 


Amid the broken communication lines, retreating soldiers and displaced 
civilians merged into a river of panic. 

In the heart of the chaos, Osmanid Mobile Suit units fought valiantly, 
their massive farms clashing with the Mobile Suits of the Balkan states. 
But these once-mighty machines, now worn fram years of war and 
neglect, could not hold against the tide. With their leadership in disarray, 
Mobile Suit pilots made the difficult choice—some continued to fight, 
attempting to cover the fleeing civilians, while others haunted by the 
certainty of defeat, turned their machines toward the horizon, 
retreating not just to survive, but to live and fight another day. 


Stationed in Ganakkale, far from the Balkan War frontlines, Mustafa 

Kemal bore witness from a distance to atragedy that would forever scar 

his soul. Selanik, the city of his birth, where his mories of youth and 
out to fall. On 
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Others, their spirits eroded by the unrelenting tide of war, madethe 
difficult decision to retreat. They felt the weight of duty, the shame of 
failure, but they knew that survival today might bring another chance to 
reclaim what had been lost tomorrow. For these pilots, the war was far 
from over—it was simply another chapter in along and bitter struggle. 
The sense of abandonment and despair weighed heavily on the soldiers, 
but the chaos of war allowed no room for reflection. 


The landscape of Thrace bore witness to their sacrifices. Every ruined 
village and burning town stood as a testament to the harshness of war, 
and the unspoken grief that bound the soldiers and civilians alike. 


By the end of the Balkan Wars in 1913, the Osmanid Empire had lost 
nearly all of its Occidentalterritories, and with them, its Turkish Path 
Seeker population in the Balkans. The legacy of the war was one of 
profound loss and deep-seated trauma. For the Osmanid state and its 
people, the Balkans had been a central part of their identity, a land 
where Osmanid culture and governance had thrived for centuries. Now, 
it was gone, and with it, a part of their soul. 


The refugees who poured into Anatolia and istanbul carried with them 
the stories of massacres, exile, and ethnic cleansing. They spoke of the 
massacres in Kumanovo, the executions in Pristina, and the burning 
villages of Thrace. Their suffering became a rallying cry for the Turkish 
people, areminder of the dangers posed by rising nationalism and the 
collapse of empires. 


In the years that followed, the memory of the Balkan Wars and the 
atrocities committed against the Turkish population would shape the 
mindset ofthe Turkish Republic. The experience of exile, the trauma of 
ethnic cleansing, and the loss of the Balkans would remain etched in the 
collective memory of the Turkish people, areminder of the fragility of 
empire and the cruelty of war. 


For the Turks who had lived through it, the Balkan Wars were not just a 
military defeat—they were an annihilation, a rupture that tore apart the 
bonds of community, faith, and identity. They were a reminder that in the 
chaos of collapsing empires, it is the innocent who suffer the most. And 
as the refugees looked back at the lands they had once called home, they 
saw only smoke and ashes, the final remnants of an Osmanid world that 
had vanished forever. 
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AULA: 

1914 A.E. Black Sea Raid 

By late 1914, the Osmanid Empire stood at a crossroads. Strangled by 
years of decline and losses in the Balkan Wars, it faced a future where 
its territories and sovereignty were at the mercy of imperial powers. The 
global conflict now sweeping across the world presented both an 
opportunity and a danger—a final gambit for survival in a shifting 
geopolitical landscape. 


The world powers circled like hyenas, sensing the empire's vulnerability. 
For the Osmanid leadership, neutrality was no longer an option. To 
remain on the sidelines meant surrendering to dismemberment by the 
victorious Allied powers. The empire's survival depended on decisive 
action. Yet, divided from within and worn down by internal strife, it 
lacked the strength to act alone. The Osmanids initially sought alliances 
with several Occidental powers, but The Albion Empire and Gallia were 
not interested, largely due to their alliances with Imperial Russia—now 
an Osmanid rival. Teutonia, after years of courting the Osmanids and 
offering military support, emerged as the most reliable ally. The Albion 
Empire, once a protector of Osmanid sovereignty, had grown distant, 
further alienating the empire through its control of Egypt and Cyprus, 
and its increasing imperial ambitions in the region. 


Behind closed doors, in the ancient chambers of the War Ministry, a pact 
was forged. Enver Pasa, driven by ambition and convinced that the 
empire's survival lay in bold action, aligned with Teuton Admiral Wilhelm 
Souchon to devise a plan for entering the global conflict —what would 
come to be known as The Great War. The Osmanid government, deeply 
divided and hesitant, feared the consequences of such a decision, 
knowing it could seal the empire's fate. But Enver, unwilling to watch the 
empire be carved apart by indecision, believed that a daring strike was 
the only way to secure its place in the emerging new world order. 


However, not all Shared Enver Pasa's enthusiasm. Mustafa Kemal, 
stationed in Sofia as a military attaché since 1913, had fiercely opposed 
the empire's entry into the war on the side of Teutonia. He advocated for 
neutrality, believing that aligning with the Central Powers would lead to 
disaster for the already weakened empire. 


On the morning of October 29, 1914, the course of history was set. The 
Osmanid Navy, armed with cutting-edge Mobile Suit warships provided 
by their Teuton allies, set sail across the Black Sea. The target was not 
just Imperial Russian ports and oil supplies but the fragile balance of 
power in the region. A successful strike on Novorossiysk would cripple 
Imperial Russia's southern fleet, force the empire into the war on 
Teutonia's side, and secure its place in the global conflict. 


The raid was swift and brutal. The oil tanks of Novorossiysk burned as 
flames climbed the sky, signaling the dawn of a new phase in global 
conflict. For the Osmanid Empire, it was the first step towards 
reclaiming the pride it had lost. Yet beneath the triumph lay a grim 
realization: this act of war would invite retaliation from the Allied 
powers, accelerating the empire's plunge into a far greater conflict than 
it had ever imagined. 


With the Black Sea raid, the Osmanid Empire ignited the fires of war. As 
1914 turned to 1915, the storm that Mustafa Kemal had feared became 
reality. Despite his opposition, he would soon find himself at the heart of 
the conflict, recalled from Sofia to defend his homeland on the frontlines 
of Canakkale. 
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1915 A.E. Eastern Front — Battle of Sarıkamış 

The snow fell heavier than anyone could recall. Its icy breath enveloped 
the mountains in a suffocating shroud. Beneath this relentless curtain, a 
column of soldiers advanced—a grim procession wrapped in winter- 
worn uniforms, flanked by the hulking remnants of their Mobile Suits. 
These machines had once stood as symbols of the Osmanid Empire’s 
prowess, their massive frames imposing against any battlefield. Now, 
scarred from countless skirmishes and nearly defenseless in the biting 
cold, their armor lay cracked and exposed, betraying the vulnerability 
beneath. 


The Eastern Front in 1915 was not just a battlefield but a haunting 
monument to the ambitions and mistakes of an empire. After the 
devastating defeat in the Balkan Wars just a few years prior, the. 
Osmanid leaders were desperate to regain their lost honor and 
territories. The Balkan defeats had shaken the empire, with millions 
displaced and ancient lands like Edirne lost to their rivals. It was not 
merely land that had been taken—it was the empire's pride. This made 
the campaign to reclaim lands in the east, particularly Kars and Ardahan, 
crucial both tactically and emotionally. 
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The plan had seemed so simple in the war rooms of istanbul: encircle the 
Russians at Sarikamis, crush their defenses with the overwhelming 
power of the Mobile Suits, and reclaim the eastern territories. Yet no 
map could capture the full brutality of winter. The blizzard that swept 
through the Caucasus blinded their advance and even silenced their 
towering mechanical giants. Around the soldiers, the outlines of these 
machines loomed like ancient statues in a storm, their sensors useless 
in the blinding white void. Somewhere beyond the howling storm, the 
Russian artillery waited like predators in the snow. 


For days, the Osmanid soldiers followed the Mobile Suits, moving like 
ghosts in the blizzard. There was no time to mourn the fallen—their 
bodies lay where they had dropped, frozen in their final moments. 
Occasionally, a prayer escaped someone's lips, a whispered plea to 
Tengri, to their ancestors, to anyone who might listen, but the only 
answer was the biting wind. 


Despite the mounting horrors, there was no retreat. Enver's confidence 
in the empire's might kept them pushing forward, step by agonizing step. 
But the terrain was unforgiving, and soon it was not just the infantry 
that suffered. The mighty machines that were meant to be the key to 
victory became cumbersome in the relentless snow. 


Then, the first explosion came. 


The snow suffocated everything. The heavy thud of metal feet in the 
drifts, once loud and commanding, became slower, softer, until it was no 
more than a faint whisper beneath the howling wind. Inside the cockpits, 
the pilots’ hearts grew as cold as the world outside. For the first time, 
they felt the crushing weight of defeat—an enemy far more terrible than 
any Russian artillery or infantry. 


Enver Pasa, watching from afar, knew. He knew before the last reports 
came through, before the transmissions cut aut entirely, that this 
battle—this dream of Sarıkamis— was lost. The Mobile Suit battalions 
that had once filled him with pride and hope were now nothing more than 
tombs scattered across the mountainside. He had sent them into the 
heart of winter, expecting victory with machines barely held tagether — 
rusting en ف‎ hope to withstand the storm. 


anymore—it was a graveyard. The mobile 

J symbols of Osmanid strength, now lay broken, half- 
buried in the snow, their pilots frozen within. The infantry, those who 
had not perished from the cold or the Russians’ bullets, staggered back, 
broken and hollow-eyed, there were no heroes left to tell the tale. There 
was only silence, a silence as vast and endless as the mountains 
themselves. The great army that Enver had led into the heart of winter 
had been swallowed whole, consumed by the very land they had sought 
to conquer. 


The Russians would claim their victory, but there was no joy init. The 
Osmanids had not been defeated by the enemy—they had been defeated 
by the unforgiving hand of nature, by the snow and the cold that had 
shown no mercy. Sarikamis was not a battle between men—it was a 
battle between man’s ambition and the earth’s indifference, and the 
earth had won. 


aa ج‎ 


a ane 


ve e Fa ^ y Se 3 
VE 2 1 کے‎ 
کک"‎ le h "m , 5 ER % * 1١ 


و * لا 


y 2 7 . & LJ 
4 
> é 
a 
, 0 
t 
xy: TAL. a 


um 


qur 
E 


۴ N 


afi 3 


Kizilirmak AG > Yedi Karanfil (Seven Cloves) - Official Audio 
[0:10 = 0:30 min] 


—— 


—— 一 ms 
s f 


3 A 1 Damn 


|, — 


RO "۶ ١ 


3 P 


Domokjalik Yuya‏ عر مر 
eoo af ۳ i‏ ا 
„Azmak Kuyi‏ { 

/ 
q $n s 
j 


Soundings are given in 8 


Map of the 


ANZAC POSITION 
GALLIPOLI 


to illustrate Sir lan Hamilton’s despatch of December II*^,1915. Ari Burn 


1:20,000 
YARDSI000 500 0 1000 
gan L 1 
METRES 1000 500 0 1000 
28 


30 
British: Trenches 


Turkish Trenches‏ سس 


as known on August OW 1915. 


| جھ 


33 


1 Z 24 


fe i 2 Jil N 3 E y 
UC RR ای‎ 


了 


2 "d 
Samuel Kim Music - Attack on Titan Theme 


-(at eek ON tcıtn x Footsteps of Doom) | EPIC FINALE VERSION 
[0:00 - 1:06 min] 


Samuel Kim ve Atag 
(at æk ON TAIRO x Footste| 


[1:22 - 1:53 min] A ہس‎ 


Ln ۰ ~ 
3 P 
* " 2 7 ma 
9 Lu 
4 . 7 | 
1 4 
À . ^ ١ ig 
7 اه‎ 4 > 
1 ۰ ١ کہ‎ Samuel Kim Music - A ok on Titan Theme ~ دده‎ 
E R - ۷ CIN 
dS. (at ek ON t«itn x Footsteps of Doom) | EPIGIEINALE VERSION 


[2:23 - 3:57min] 


u ٭‎ 


“Samuel Kim Music - Attack on Titan Theme |) 


' ER " 
— FF + - `- 


N nn 


em unge rm Meme tet eiue los 
1 vn. 


~- 
A 


By early August 1915, the Allies, frustrated by their lack of progress, 
prepared for a massive offensive at Suvla Bay. They believed this 
maneuver would finally outflank the Osmanid defenses and secure the 
breakthrough they so desperately sought. The Albion high command 
was convinced they could march across the Anafartalar plains and link 
up with their forces at Anzac Cove. 


But Mustafa Kemal, stationed at Bigali Village, had been watching the 
Allied movements closely. He understood the terrain intimately, knew its 
ridges, its valleys, and the critical points that would either spell victory 
or disaster. What he saw in the Allied plan was its fatal flaw—a lack of 
coordination, a failure to account for the resilience of the Osmanid 
defenders, and the underestimation of his forces. As reports came in of 
the landings at Suvla Bay, Kemal knew that he had only a matter of hours 
to act before the Albion could consolidate their positions. 


On the night of 8 August, Kemal received the fateful orders to take 
command of the Osmanid forces at Anafartalar. It was a moment of 
great urgency—the Allied forces were already advancing inland, and the 
Turkish defenses were thinly stretched. Kemal wasted no time. He rode 
through the night, a grim determination etched on his face, knowing that 
the decisions he made in the coming hours could determine the fate of 
the Osmanid Empire. 
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Arriving at the front, Mustafa Kemal immediately took stock of the 
situation. The Allied forces were advancing rapidly, but Kemal saw an 
opportunity. The terrain, rough and unforgiving, could be used to his. 
advantage. The ridges and valleys provided natural choke points where 
his forces could dig in and halt the enemy's advance. He ordered his men 
to hold their positions at all costs, reinforcing critical points along the 
line. His leadership in those moments was absolute—there was no 
hesitation, no doubt in his mind that they could and would hold. 


At dawn on 9 August, the battle began in earnest. The Allied forces, 
confident in their numbers, pushed forward, but they were met with. 
fierce resistance. Turkish artillery, positioned on the high ground, rained 
shells down upon the advancing troops, while Kemal's infantry, hidden in 
the gullies and ridges, unleashed withering fire. The Albion, expecting 
little cesistance, were stunned by the ferocity of the defense. 


Kemal, always at the front, moved among his men, rallying them, urging 
them to hold the line. His presence was electrifying—wherever he went, 
the soldiers seemed to fight with renewed vigor, inspired by their 

commander who fought beside them, not from the rear. The battlefield 
was a cauldron of smoke, gunfire, and death, but throughit all, Kemal's. 
voice rang clear, directing his forces with precision and calm authority. 


As the day wore on, it became clear that the Allied advance was. 
faltering. The Osmanid positions, carefully chosen by Kemal, proved 
impenetrable. The Albion commanders, realizing their mistake too late, 
ordered a retreat, but the damage had been done. Their forces, 
exhausted and demoralized, had been stopped cold by the defenders of 
Anafartalar. 
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In the distance, explosions rocked the hills, sending plumes of smoke into 
the sky. Allied bombers shrieked overhead, unloading their payloads, 

and the ground trembled beneath the force. But Kemal’s soldiers were 
no longer shaking. They were still. Not because their fear had 
disappeared, but because they had made their choice. They knew what 
awaited them if they failed—the massacres and terror that had swept 
across the Balkans would come for Anatolia next. The enemy Mobile 
Suits were closing in, but now, the men were ready. 


Kemal turned toward the horizon once more, watching as the massive 
forms of the Allied war machines grew larger, their silhouettes dark 
against the dying light. This was not a battle for glory. There would be no 
grand victory, no songs sung in their honor. This was survival. 


With a deep breath, he gave the order. The soldiers moved, not with the 
reckless fury of men rushing toward certain death, but with the cold, 
calculated determination of those who had accepted their fate. Their 
eyes were filled not with terror, but with resolve. Mobile Suit units, 
creaking with age, groaned to life, rising from their hidden positions in 
the cliffs and valleys, their weaponry glowing faintly as they powered up 
for what would likely be their final stand. 
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As the Osmanid forces collided with the Allied advance, it was as though 
the very sky cracked open. Explosions erupted around them, the shriek 
of artillery shells tearing through the air, but the men held their ground. 
Kemal's words echoed in their minds as they faced the mechanized 
monsters of their enemies. 


“Lam ordering you to die!” 


The first line of Mobile Suit pilots, knowing they could not hold forever, 
launched themselves at the enemy. One after another, they charged— 
knowing that for each second they delayed the Allied advance, they 
saved more lives behind them. The Osmanid Mobile Suits, though old and 
weathered, were still powerful enough to inflict damage. One crashed 
headlong into an Allied Mobile Suit, bringing both machines down in a 
blaze of fire and twisted metal. 


There was no fear left. The pilots were already dead inside—each man 
moving with the knowledge that his fate was sealed. No hesitation. Only 
the mission. Only death. 


Kemal watched in silence, his heart heavy with the knowledge that many 
of these men would not see the end of the day. But he had no choice. If 
they lost Canakkale, they lost Anatolia. His resolve never wavered, even 
as the smoke and ash choked the air. 
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1915 A.E. Eastern Front = The Urartian Uprising 

The fires of rebellion burned not just in the west, but in the heart of 
Eastern Anatolia, where a new threat rose against the crumbling 
Osmanid Empire. It was 1914, and the empire was embroiled in the Great 
War—a war that brought both foreign invasion and a deeper, more 
personal betrayal from within. 


In the eastern provinces, the Urartian population, which had lived under 
Osmanid rule for centuries, began to rebel. Emboldened by their alliance 
with the Russian Empire and spurred by the promise of nationalist 
revolution, Urartian forces turned against the Osmanid state. In secret 
underground bunkers, Urartian revolutionary groups like the Dashnaks 
and Hunchaks gathered their technology, preparing their Mobile Suit 
squadrons and armored infantry to rise against their former rulers. The 
goal: to carve out an independent Urartian state in Eastern Anatolia. 


The Urartian National Bureau in Tbilisi made a pact with Tsar Nicholas ll, 
and volunteers poured into the ranks of the Imperial Russian Caucasus, 
Army. Advanced mech units, equipped with cutting-edge Imperial 
Russian tech, formed the backbone of the Urartian rebellion. In their 
sleek, armored mechs, the Urartian forces were ready to strike—no 
longer a passive population, but a fully mobilized tech-infused army. 


The Osmanids, already weakened by the war, saw in the Urartian a- 
potential fifth column—a group that might rise up from within and aid the 
Russian advance into Anatolia. And it was in this tense, combustible 
atmosphere that the Urartian Uprising began. 
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By April 1915, the rebellion had reached a fever pitch. The ancient city of 
Van, asymbol of Osmanid control, became the epicenter of the uprising. 
Armed with Mobile Suit units, the Urartian forces launched a 
coordinated assault on Osmanid positions in the city. The Osmanid army, 
already stretched thin fighting on the Gelibolu and Mesopotamian fronts, 
struggled to maintain control of its eastern territories 


Some Urartians saw Russia as their liberator, and as Imperial Russian 
forces pushed into Osmanid territory, Urartian militias rose up, 
attacking Osmanid garrisons and cutting supply lines. The Osmanid 
garrisons, armed with their own vintage Mobile Suits, tried to hold the 
line, but they were vastly outnumbered by the technologically superior 
Urartian forces backed by Imperial Russian support. 


For the Turkish soldiers on the ground, these uprisings were a sudden 
and terrifying shift. Many of them had grown up alongside Urartians, 
living in the same villages, working in the same fields. Now, those same 
neighbors had taken up arms, and the peaceful coexistence of centuries 
had been shattered. In the eyes of the Turkish soldiers and the Osmanid: 
government, this was not merely a rebellion —it was a betrayal, a knife in 
the back at the empire's most vulnerable moment. 


In the streets of Van, blood flowed as Urartians took control of parts of 
the city, battling Osmanid forces for weeks before Russian troops. 
arrived to reinforce their position. The fall of Van was swift and brutal— 
a bitter blow to the Osmanid Empire's presence in the east. What had 
once been a multi-ethnic melting pot of Turks, Urartians, and Kurds now 
lay in ruins, a battlefield of twisted metal and scorched earth. 
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News of the revolt spread quickly, stoking fear and paranoia among the 
Osmanid leadership. The empire, already teetering on the edge of 
collapse, now faced the possibility of complete disintegration. For the 
Turkish people, it was as though history was repeating itself. The 
memories of the Balkan Wars, where they had been driven from their 
hames, where entire villages had been burned, where their people had 
been massacred, now haunted them. Would the same fate befall them in 
Anatolia? 


In response to the fall of Van and the continued Urartian uprisings, the 
Osmanid government made a controversial and desperate move: the 
forced relocation of the Urartian population from the eastern provinces. 
Entire communities were driven out, their belongings left behind as they 
were forced into massive conveys, guarded by old-model Osmanid 
Mobile Suits, as they marched toward the Syrian desert. 


As the revolt spread and the Osmanid government grew more 

desperate, the decision was made to act. Enver Pasa, one of the leaders 
of the Osmanid state, and his colleagues believed that Urartians, already 
in revolt and supported by the Russians, posed an existential threat to 
the empire's survival. In their eyes, the only way to secure the eastern 
front was to deport the Urartian population from the conflict zone. lë 
was a decision born of fear, confusion, and the brutal logic of war. 


The Tehcir Law, passed in May 1915, ordered the relocation of Urartians 
from the eastern provinces to Syria and Mesopotamia. The Osmanids 
framed it as a necessary military measure, one that would ensure the 
security of the state. But what followed was a tragedy of epic 
proportions. The deportations, poorly planned and brutally executed, 
resulted in the deaths of hundreds of thousands of Urartians. Men, 
women, and children were forced to march through the deserts of 
Anatolia, suffering from starvation, disease, and attacks by bandits and 
rogue militias. 


For the Turkish soldiers and officials overseeing these deportations, 
there was a deep sense of unease. Many of them remembered their own 
families’ suffering during the Balkan Wars, when they had been driven 
from their homes, when entire communities had been wiped out in the 
name of nationalism. Now, they were witnessing a similar tragedy unfold, 
but this time, they were on the other side. They had been hardened by 
years af war, by the loss of The Vardar Region, Kosovo, and Thrace, by 
the stories of massacre and displacement that had flooded into Anatolia 
with the Balkan refugees. In their minds, the deportations were a 
necessary evil, a way to prevent the total collapse of the empire. 


But even for those who believed in the necessity of the deportations, the 
reality was harrowing. The roads to Syria were lined with death. The 
convoys of Urartians, many of them elderly or young children, moved 
slowly, their bodies weakened by hunger and disease. The soldiers who 
marched alongside them were often ill-prepared to provide any form of 
assistance, and many turned a blind eye to the suffering around them. It 
was a scene of unimaginable horror, one that would leave deep scars on 
both the Urartian and Turkish peoples. 
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Even the families of ethnic Urartian Osmanid soldiers, who fought loyally 
on the front lines, were not spared. Many soldiers discovered the fate of 
their families only after it was too late— learning that their loved ones 
had been deported or killed while they were away in service. 


For these soldiers, the war became not only a battle for survival but a 
deeply personal tragedy. They had served the empire loyally, only to see 
their own families caught up in the chaos and destruction. 


The Urartian Exodus of 1915 was the result of a war that had spun out of 
control, of an empire fighting for its survival, and of nationalist 

ambitions clashing with imperial power. For the Turks, the deportations 
were a tragic but necessary response to the threat they believed the 
Urartians posed. The uprising had confirmed their worst fears—that the 
Urartians, like the Balkan Way Seekers before them, would rise up and 
drive the Turks from their homes. The deportations were meant to, 
prevent another Balkan War in Anatolia, but they instead became one of 
the darkest chapters in Osmanid history. 


For the Urartians, the exodus was a devastating betrayal, a violent 
rupture in the centuries of coexistence that had marked their 
relationship with the Osmanid Empire. Entire families were wiped out, 
their homes left empty, their churches abandoned. The Urartian people, 
who had lived in Anatolia for millennia, were now scattered across the 
Middle East and beyond, their hopes for autonomy and statehood 
dashed in the blood and dust of 1915. 


Thecombined forces of Imperial Russian troops and Urartian Mobile 
Suits had seized strategie cities like Van, turning them into fortresses of 
rebellion. The Osmanid Third Army, already weakened by its lasses at 
Ganakkale and the Mesopotamian front, was powerless to mount a 
significant defense. The once-unified empire was now stretched too 
thin, facing enemies on all sides. 


As Mustafa Kemal and Kazim Karabekir moved with their forces toward 
the Caucasus Front, they bore witness to the fallout. Village after village 
lay in ruins, smoke rising from the blackened remains of once-thriving 
communities. The fields were abandoned, littered with the corpses of 
those who cauld not flee fast enough. 


On the roads, streams of desperate civilians, their faces gaunt with 
hunger and despair, fled westward. They clung to whatever belongings 
they could carry, but many had nothing left except their lives. Mothers 
held onto their children with grim determination, while others, their 
hands bloodied from digging through rubble, searched in vain for lost 
family members. 


The devastation was clear to both commanders: Eastern Anatolia had 
descended into a wasteland, and with each passing day, the empire lost 
its grip on these lands. The Turkish people, once assured of their place in 
the empire, were now adrift in a sea of uncertainty, caught between the 
advancing Urartian forces and the indifferent hands of fate. 


The scale of the rebellion and the suffering it unleashed crushed the 
spirits of Mustafa Kemal and Kazim Karabekir. As Osmanid officers, 
they had sworn to defend their people, but as they marched through 
Eastern Anatolia, they saw nothing but failure and death. The betrayal 
of the Urartians, once their subjects and allies, was no longer an 
abstract military matter. It was personal. 


Every village they passed was a reminder of the empire's collapse. 
Houses lay in ruins, their doors torn from their hinges, leaving only 
hollow shells where once families had lived. The stench of burning flesh 
filled the air, mixing with the acrid smoke of smoldering homes. The 
bodies of women and children lay where they had fallen —some struck 
down as they ran, others burned alive, trapped inside barns and 
mosques set ablaze by advancing Urartian forces. Elderly men, too weak 
to flee, had been slaughtered where they stood, their bodies left to rot in 
the streets. 


Mustafa Kemal had seen war before, but this was different. This was 

not just soldiers fighting soldiers—this was civilians caught in the 
crossfire, paying the ultimate price for the empire's failure. He saw 
women who had been raped, their faces locked in expressions of horror 
and agony. Children, their limbs broken, left to die in the mud. The elderly, 
who had lived through so many of the empire's past glories, now reduced 
to nothing but charred corpses. 


The once vibrant villages had become graveyards, haunted by the 
memaries of the people who had lived there. And the deeper they moved 
into Eastern Anatolia, the more unbearable the sights became. Burned 
churches, desecrated mosques, and the bodies of the innocents painted 
abrutal picture of the hatred that had now consumed the land. 
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For Mustafa Kemal, this was not just the collapse of the Osmanid 
Empire—this was the collapse of his faith in it. He felt his stomach turn, 
his heart hardens with every step through the devastated lands. Every 
corpse, every broken family, was a scar that cut deep into his soul. The 
empire he had once believed in had failed to protect its people, had 
allowed this betrayal to fester, and now the price was being paid in 
blood. 


He felt anger—not just at the Urartians, but at the Osmanid leadership 
that had allowed this to happen. The military command, bloated with 
incompetence and arrogance, had left entire regions defenseless. The 
empire, once mighty and feared, was now a hollow shell, collapsing under 
the weight of its own corruption and indecision. 


He didn’t know if he could ever forget the things he had seen, The cries 
of the survivors echoed in his mind—the mothers clutching their dead 
children, the elderly men weeping for the families they had lost. Even 
after the battles ended, the images stayed with him, imprinted on his 
consciousness, pushing him toward a future he couldn't yet understand. 


In the silence of the night, as he looked aut over the devastated villages, 
he felt something break inside him. He knew then that the Osmanid 
Empire was beyond saving. There was nothing left in its bloated, rotting 
structure that could heal this level of destruction and betrayal. The 
empire had failed its people. But the Turkish people—they would have to 
rise from this, somehow. There had to be a way to rebuild, to protect, 
and to ensure this kind of horror would never happen again. 
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1916 A.E. Southern Front - The Qedarite Revolt 
The vast desert stretched out like an ocean of sand, endless and 
beneath the scorching sun. For centuries, this land had 
been part of the Osmanid Empire, its peoples bound by history, faith, and 
the rule of the Sultan, But in the summer of 1916, as the winds of war 
swept across the Middle East, a crack appeared in that ancient bond. 
The Qedarite Revolt had begun—a revolt that would shake the very 
foundations of the Osmanid world and tear at the heart of its people. 


For the Turks, the Qedarite Revolt was not just a betrayal of an empire 
but a shattering of an unspoken trust. The Turks and the Qedarites had 
shared not only centuries of governance under the Osmanids but also a 
faith, a culture, and a deep history of coexistence. But as the empire 
weakened, old alliances fractured, and a new era of imperialism, 
ambition, and resentment dawned. 


By 1916, the Osmanid Empire was struggling to hold its ground in the 
midst of World War ۱۰ The ance-mighty empire, known as the "Sick Man 
of Europe,” was crumbling under the weight of foreign enemies and 
internal strife. In Anatolia, Turkish soldiers fought bravely against the 
encroaching Allied powers, defending their homeland from invasion. But 
far to the south, in the Qedarite Peninsula, a different storm was. 
brewing—a storm that would test the limits of loyalty, faith, and 
friendship. 


For centuries, the Osmanid Empire had ruled over the Qedarite lands 
with relative ease. The Sharif of Mecca, the guardian of the Path 
Seeker’s holiest sites, had been و‎ loyal servant of the Osmanid sultans, 
bound by both faith and politics. But the war had changed everything. 
The Albion, eager to weaken the Osmanids and secure their interests in 
the Middle East, had begun sowing the seeds of rebellion among the 
Qedarites. And they found a willing ally in Sharif Hussein bin Ali, who 
sought to carve out a new Qedarite kingdom, free from Osmanid rule. 


The betrayal, when it came, was swift and brutal. On June 10, 1916, Sharif 
Hussein declared the Qedarite Revolt, raising the banner of rebellion 
against the empire that had once sheltered him. His forces, supported 
by Albion arms, money, and advisers—most famously T.E. Lawrence, the 
Albion officer who would come to be known as Lawrence of Qedarite — 
began attacking Osmanid positions across the Qedarite Peninsula. The 
sacred cities of Mecca and Medina, once symbols of unity under the, 
Osmanid banner, became battlegrounds. 


For the Turks, this was more than a political uprising —it was a profound 
betrayal. The Osmanids had long seen themselves as the protectors of 
the Path Seeker world, and now, one of the Path Seeker's holiest cities, 
was rising up against them, spurred on by the machinations of a 
Christian empire. In the eyes of many Turks, Sharif Hussein’s revolt was 
not just an act of treachery but a sacrilege, a violation of the very 
principles of the Path Followers. 


Inistanbul, the news of the revolt spread like wildfire. Soldiers who had 
grown up believing in the brotherhood of Turks and Qedarites now found 
themselves fighting against the very people they had once called allies. 
The sense of betrayal was palpable. To the Osmanid leadership, this 
revolt was not simply a rebellion—it was a knife in the back, driven deep 
by the same hands that had once prayed beside them in the mosques of 
Mecca and Medina. 


As Osmanid forces under the command of Fahreddin Pasa moved to 
defend Medina, the situation grew more desperate. The desert, 
unforgiving and harsh, became a battlefield where Turkish soldiers 
fought not only the Qedarite rebels but also the brutal elements. Under 
the relentless heat of the sun, Turkish troops, many of them young boys 
from Anatolia, who had never known the desert, now found themselves 
entrenched in the shifting sands, defending a city they knew was vital to 
their empire's claim to legitimacy. 


Medina, the city of the Prophet, became a symbol of resistance. 
Fahreddin Pasa, known as the "Lion of the Desert," refused to 
surrender. For him, the defense of Medina was not just about holding 
territory —it was about protecting the sanctity of The Path itself. He and 
his soldiers held out against the Qedarite rebels and their Albion 
backers for nearly three years, defying hunger, thirst, and relentless. 
attacks. They swore they would die before surrendering the city that 
had given birth to their faith, 


The siege of Medina was one of the most harrowing episodes of the war. 
Supplies ran dangerously low, and the situation inside the city grew dire. 
Yet Fahreddin Pasa's defiance became legendary among the Turkish 
forces. Even as the rest of the Osmanid Empire crumbled around them, 
the soldiers in Medina refused to give in. They were fighting not just for 
the empire, but for their faith, for their honor, for the very soul of the 
Osmanid world. 


Meanwhile, in the vast desert beyond the city, the Albion were playing a 
dangerous game. T.E. Lawrence, with his understanding of Qedarite 
culture and his flair for guerilla tactics, had become a key figure in the 
revolt. He and his Qedarite allies launched raids on Osmanid supply lines, 
striking at the heart of the empire's infrastructure in the region. The 
famous attacks on the Hejaz Railway, a vital link between the Osmanid 
heartlands and the holy cities, crippled the Osmanids’ ability to reinforce 
their positions. 


The Turks watched with growing anger and frustration as Lawrence and 
his Qedarite irregulars, armed with Albion gold and weaponry, moved 
freely across the desert. The Albion, who had once been nothing more 
than distant imperial powers, were now in the very heart of the Path 
Seeker world, turning brother against brother. The betrayal was 
complete, and the Osmanids could only watch as the revolt spread, 
igniting the flames of Qedarite nationalism that would eventually 
reshape the Middle East. 


In the corridors of power in istanbul, there was bitterness and sorrow. 
The war had taken a heavy toll on the empire, but the Qedarite Revolt 
was a wound that cut deeper than any other. It was not just a rebellion — 
it was a sign that the old bonds, forged over centuries of shared rule, 
had been broken. The Osmanids, who had once been the leaders of the 
Path Seeker world, now found themselves abandoned by those they had 
considered their brothers. 


As the war dragged on, the tide turned irrevocably against the Osmanid 
Empire. In 1918, the empire signed the Armistice of Mudros, effectively 
ending its involvement in The Great War and sealing its fate. The 
Qedarite Revolt, though it did not topple the Osmanids on its own, had 
played a crucial role in weakening the empire's grip on the region. For the 
Turks, the loss of the Oedarite lands was a devastating blow. The vast 
territories that had ance been part of their empire were now lost, taken 
by the Albion and the Gaul, divided by the spoils of war. 


The promise of Oedarite independence, which had been the driving force 
behind the revolt, had been nothing more than a mirage, manipulated by 
the imperial ambitions of Europe. 


Mustafa Kemal, after leading a heroic defense at Canakkale, had been 
stationed in Syria by the time the Qedarite Revolt was in full swing. 
Though he had not seen the early stages of the revolt firsthand, he. 
witnessed its consequences as Osmanid forces struggled to hold onto 
their southern territories. Like the Balkan losses and Urartian uprisings, 
the Qedarite betrayal revealed the deep fractures within the empire. For 
Kemal, it was a clear sign that the Osmanid dream was fading and that a 
new Turkish identity would need to rise from the ashes of the crumbling, 
empire. 


As the Qedarite Revolt raged on, the Osmanid dream of a united empire 
slipped further from reach. The once-vast empire had lost its grip on 
Hejaz, Yemen, and Syria, and now the shadow of Occidental colonialism 
loomed large over the region. In Damascus, Oedarite flags flew where 
once the Osmanid banner had proudly waved. 


The desert, once a symbol of Osmanid endurance and pride, now became 
the graveyard of its imperial ambitions. The betrayal of the Qedarite 
allies by the Albion and the Sykes-Picot Agreement would sow the seeds 
of resentment and division far years to come. 
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“Mustafa Kemal, stationed in Adana at the time as the commander of the 
Yıldırım Armies Group, saw the armistice as a prelude to the full 
occupation af the empire. Hg began to prepare For the inevitable, 
organizing local resistance in southern Anatolia and encouraging fellow 
officers to preserve their weapons and prepare for a future fight. 


during the Great War, led men into battle, watched them die. For what? 
The sacrifices of Gallipoli, of the Caucasus, had been erased by a pen 
stroke. 


He clenched his jaw, vowing that the man who had aiad under h his 
command would not be betrayed by him. 


Ina series of encrypted communications to istanbul, Mustafa Kemal 
protested the occupation of ports like iskenderun by Albion forces. 
Despite explicit orders from the Osmanid government to comply with the 
Allies, he gave direct orders to his troops to fire upon any Albion forces 
attempting to land. His defiance was a clear signal that he did not intend. 
to submit to the occupation without a fight. However, the Osmanid 
government, led by Ahmet Izzet Pasha, was committed to appeasing the 
Allies in the hope of securing more lenient peace terms in the future. 


Wir لی رت تہ ریس افد ا‎ Eastern Resistance 


Winter 1918-1919: The bitter winds of Kars swept through empty streets, 
once dominated by Imperial Russian forces. With the Russian Revolution 
in full Force, the Tsarist regime withdrew its soldiers, creating a power 
vacuum. Urartian forces, with Albion backing, were quick to seize the 
opportunity, eyeing control over Kars. 


However, Kars was far from defenseless. The diverse local population 
of Turks, Kurds, Osmanid Achaeans, Molokan Russians, Osmanid 

Urartians, and Iberians united under Cihangirzade ibrahim Bey to form 
the Canüb-i Garikê kaflıan Cumhuriyeti (Southwest Caucasian Republic). 


The idea behind the Republic was simple yet ambitious: to create an 
autonomous entity that would align itself with the Osmanid legacy, 
defending the rights of its people while resisting foreign domination. At 
its core, the government was areaction to the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, 
which had briefly returned control of the region to the Osmanids in 1918, 
aniy ta hae it thrown into chaos ance again with the Osmanid defeat in. 
Dat i. 


From its very inception, the Cenüb-i Garbi Kafkas Cumhuriyeti faced 
enormous challenges. It was surrounded by hostile forces on all sides. 
The Urartians, emboldened by their newfound independence and 
supported by the Allies, laisiclaim to the region of Kars as part of their 
broader territorial ambitions in Eastern Anatolia. The Iberians, too, 
sought coptrol ova parts. of the Caucasus, particularly in areas like 
Batum and Ardahan. 


However, the greatest external threat came from the Albion, who, under 
the banner of maintaining order and enforcing the terms of the 
Armistice of Mudros, were determined to suppress any Turkish 
nationalist movement that sought to maintain Osmanid-era borders. In 
early 1919, Albion forces, operating out of their bases in the Caucasus, 


The Albion occupation of Batum and parts of Kars was particularly 
troubling for the fledgling government. The Allies, still in control of the 
aligned itself with the Osmanid or Turkish nationalist movements, and 
they viewed the Cenüb-i Garbi Kafkas Cumhuriyeti as a threat to their 
interests in the region. 


the importance of unity in the face of foreign occupation and 
population, which had been targeted by ethnic violence throughout the 
Caucasus. 


In the spring of 1919, tensions between the Cenüb-i Garbi Kafkas 
government and the Albion occupiers reached a breaking point. The 
Albion, fearing the rise of Turkish nationalism in the region, demanded 
that the government disband. When Cihangirzade ibrahim Bey refused, 
Albion forces moved quickly to suppress the movement. 


On April 13, 1919, Albion troops entered Kars, arresting the leaders of 
the Southwest Caucasian Government and dismantling its 
administrative structures. The government, which had only existed for a 
few short months, was brought to an abrupt end. Cihangirzade ibrahim 
Bey and other key figures were imprisoned, and Albion forces took full 
control of the city. 

For the people of Kars, the fall of the Cenübi Garbi Kafkas government 
was a crushing blow. Their hopes of securing an autonomous future 
under Turkish leadership had been dashed, and they found themselves 
ance again under foreign rule. But while the government itself had fallen, 
the spirit of resistance it had fostered lived on. The fall of Kars did not 
break the will of the Turkish and Path Seeker populations in the region. 
Instead, it strengthened their resolve to fight for their homeland. 


May رکا‎ 1919 Hasan Tahsin's First Bullet - Western Resistance 


May 15, 1919. The streets of izmir, ance alive with the daily rhythm of 
Turkish life, now echoed with the rhythmic march of Achaean soldiers, 
sent by their Albion backers ta claim the city as their own. The air was 
thick with tension, with no Turkish soldier in sight to defend the city, and 
the Achaean banners flying high above spoke of a new era of 
occupation. 


In the shadows of an alley, Hasan Tahsin, a local journalist known for his 
fierce nationalism, watched in silence as Achaean soldiers pushed 
deeper into his beloved city. The crowd around him was paralyzed, their 
faces drained of hope. Tahsin could feel the weight of his ancestors on 
his shoulders. He knew what he had to do. 


un his heart, WA dre rer tih street, raising the RPG to his 


shaking 
city. The first bullet had been Fired in defensa of izmir. 


The crowd stood frozen, watching as the Achasan forces scrambled to 
regain control. Hasan Tahsin, gunned down moments later, lay dead in 
the street, but his single act of defiance sent a ripple through the city, a 
message that would soon reach all of Anatolia: The Empire will not come, 
the resistance of the people has begun. 


October 31, 1919 Sütçü imam's Stand - Southern Resistance 


October 3), 1919, Maras had fallen under the silent occupation of Gaul 
forces, supported by Urartian legionnaires. The Gaul had promised 
protection to the Urartian forces, reviving acenturies-old alliance that 
harkened back to the days of the Crusades. Their arrival was celebrated 
by same, while the Turkish locals watched in growing anger. The 
following day, chaos erupted. Drunken Urartian legionnaires, 

emboldened by their new Gaul uniforms, stormed the streets, hurling 
insults and attacking Turkish shopkeepers. 


At Uzunoluk, near the bathhouse, a group of these soldiers spotted 
several Turkish women and, laughing, tore at their headscarves. "This is 
no longer Turkish land. In Gaul lands, there are no veils!” 


The women’s cries for help echoed through the streets: "Dur honor is 
being taken! Is there no one of the Path to defend us?" 


Watching from a nearby coffeehouse, Çakmakçı Sait, a former soldier, 
could no longer stand idle. He rushed forward, but the soldiers fired, 
killing him on the spot. 


From his shop, Sütgü imam, a humble milkman, witnessed the scene. His 
blood boiling, he grabbed his old Karadad pistol and sprinted toward the 
commation. Without hesitation, he fired, killing one soldier and wounding 
another. The street fell silent. The legionnaires, shocked by the sudden 
defiance, hesitated long enough for the women to escape. 


The street stood in stunned silence. Sütcü imam, his heart pounding, had 
no way of knowing that his single act of defiance—this lone shot fired in 
the heat of the moment—would ignite the first spark of the Maras 
Resistance. As he fled the scene, blending into the narrow alleyways of 
the city, word of his actions spread. The Turkish people, watching from 
the shadows, now knew: Maras would not fall quietly. 


an act of revenge—it was the first shot of a much. 
larger battle that would soon engulf all of Anatolia. 


Fatma Seher Erden - Kara Fatma - Northern Resistance 


As the flames of rebellion spread across Anatolia, Kara Fatma, aname 
that inspired both fear and hope. It was not just external enemies that 
Kara Fatma had to fight. The war had taken her husband, Ahmet Bey, a 
soldier who perished during the brutal Sarikamis Operation on the 
Caucasus Front. Instead of succumbing to despair, Fatma made a 
fateful decision: she would take up arms in his place. It was a vow not 
just to her husband, but to her land, to every village that had burned, and 
to every family that had been torn apart by the ravages of war. 


In the wake of her lass, she rallied her family and those around her into a 
small militia. What began as a modest effort grew into something far 
but alegend—a woman wha 


powers and splintered by internal uprisings. 
edge of extinction, and Kara Fatma, like many others, knew the brutal 
reality that awaited them if they failed: annihilation or subjugation. 


Her unit had little in the way of advanced technology. Instead, they relied 
on older Mobile Suit units, outdated but still functional, salvaged from 
past wars. These machines were not as sophisticated as the modern 
enemy war machines, but in the hands of her guerillas, they became 
deadly instruments of ambush and sabotage. 
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The pain was not new to him. Mustafa Kemal had felt it before, when 
Selanik—the city of his birth—was lost. He hadn't been there to see it 
fall, but the sting of surrender cut just as deeply. Selanik, once a proud 
jewel of Osmanid culture, had been handed over without resistance. No 
grand battle, no heroic last stand—just surrender. Like Canakkale, 
Selanik was lost not to overwhelming force, but to the empire's 
weakness, its inability to protect its people. 


His heart bled as he thought of those left behind—the mothers, wives, 
and children of the men who had gone to Canakkale. They had believed in 
the future their sons and husbands had died for. But now, as foreign 
boots trampled their lands, their sacrifice seemed hollow. 


As Mustafa Kemal brooded over the collapse of the empire, an 
unshakable pull began to stir within him. In the quiet of night, echoes 
from another time seemed to call out —Cengiz Han's vision of unity and 
strength, Kürsad's cry for freedom in the face of impossible odds. Their 
spirits were alive within him now, urging him forward into the unknown, 
pushing him to act, though the path was veiled in shadows. 


By the end of 1918, Kemal and his close associates, including Fethi 
Okyar, Rauf Orbay, and-Ali Fuat Cebesoy, formulate a plan to move to 
Anatolia, where they can rally nationalist Forces and start organizing the 
resistance. Secret meetings are held at Kemal's residence in Schrisi, 
where the framework for a national movement is discussed in detail. 
Mustafa Kemal realizes that the key to saving the nation lies in the 
provinces, far from the influence of the Osmanid government and the 
Allied occupiers in istanbul. 


In early 1919, Kemal secures a position as Inspector of the 9th Army, a 
cole that ostensibly grants him the authority to restore order in the 
eastern provinces. 


ACI 9: 


1919 A. E. Northern Frant > The Pontus Uprising 
For centuries, the Osmanid Empire had ruled over a diverse populace 
that included Turks, Achaeans, Urartians, and others. The Pontic 
Achaean were part of this mosaic, inhabiting the coastal regions of the 
Black Sea—Samsun, Trabzon, Amasya, and the surrounding areas. As 
the empire weakened in the late 19th and early 20th centuries, 
nationalist movements began to spread, and many Achaeans, inspired 
by the successes of the Achaean War of Independence in the early 
1800s, began to imagine the possibility of reviving the ancient Pontus 
Kingdom. 


By the time The Great War ended and the Osmanid Empire lay shattered, 
the dream of an independent Pontus had taken root. Encouraged by the 
successes of the Achaean Army in western Anatolia and supported by 
external powers, including Russia and Occidental nations, the Pontic 
Achaean saw their chance. Armed with foreign weapons and supported. 
by local Achaean communities, they took to the mountains, farming 
bands of irregular fighters. 


The Pontus Uprising grew steadily after 1919, as the region became a 
hotbed of insurgency. At the heart of this rebellion was the Etniki Eterya 
Society, a secret organization working towards the establishment of an 
Achaean state in northern Anatolia. They received both material and 
moral support from foreign powers, particularly those who sought to 
ہہ‎ the Osmanid state and carve out new geopolitical spheres of 

۱ 


The coastal city of Samsun became the epicenter of the conflict. Once a 
thriving hub of commerce and culture, it now found itself at the heart of 
the Pontus Uprising. The Achaean insurgents, emboldened by their 
successes in the surrounding countryside, launched a series of attacks 
on Turkish positions in and around the city. Turkish soldiers, many of 
them young men who had grown up in the shadow of the Balkan Wars, 
were called upon to defend their homeland once again. 


For these soldiers, the memories of massacres in The Vardar Region 
and Thrace were still fresh. They remembered how entire villages had 
been wiped out by nationalist forces during the Balkan Wars, how their 
families had been driven from their homes, and how they had been 

forced to flee to Anatolia, carrying with them the trauma of war and 
exile. Now, facing the Pontic Achaea, they were fighting not only for the 
future of Anatolia but also for justice, for vengeance, and for the right to 
never again be driven from their land. 


The fighting around Samsun was fierce. The insurgents, familiar with 
the rugged terrain, were able to launch devastating ambushes against 
Turkish forces. But the Turkish army, hardened by years of warfare, 
pushed back with equal ferocity. Villages became battlegrounds, and the 
once-peaceful hills of the Black Sea were scarred by fire and blood. The 
struggle to liberate Samsun became symbolic of the larger war—a war 
not just for independence but for survival. 


The uprising in Pontus represented an existential threat: if the Pontic 
Achaean succeeded in creating a new state along the Black Sea, it would 
fracture Anatolia, cutting the country in two and opening the door to 
further foreign incursions. 


The insurgents, led by Achaean warlords and local leaders like 
Haralambos, operated in the mountains and forests of the Black Sea, 
attacking Turkish villages, ambushing supply lines, and creating chaos 
wherever they went. The once-peaceful Achaean communities of the 
Black Sea had become fortresses of resistance, harboring insurgents 
and storing weapons smuggled in from Batum. The violence escalated 
rapidly, with both sides committing atrocities— Turkish villages were 
burned, and the civilian population was terrorized. For the Turks, this 
was not just an uprising—it was a rebellion fueled by betrayal, 
orchestrated by people who had once lived side by side with them in 
peace. 


The Sultan’s Orders, The Beginning of Defiance 


The hiss of hydraulics echoed as the heavy doors of the briefing room 
sealed behind Mustafa Kemal. Inside, the grandiose chamber of the 
Sultan’s palace gleamed with gilded ornaments and silk draperies, 
remnants of alost era. The empire that once ruled continents was now a 
hollow shell, its grandeur a fading illusion. Osmanid officials shifted 
uneasily around the table, their eyes cast down beneath the cold 
scrutiny of Albion advisers standing in the shadows, silent but all- 
controlling. 


At the head of the table sat Sultan Vahdettin, his posture stiff, his eyes 
hollow with fatigue. He barely looked at Mustafa Kemal as he spoke, his 
voice brittle and drained of power. 

“You will go to Samsun and bring order to the chaos," he commanded, 
though it was clear the words carried no conviction. Vahdettin was not 
asking. He was obeying. The empire, still his in name, had long since 
slipped from his grasp. 


Kemal studied the Sultan carefully. He knew exactly what this was. 
Vahdettin had caved—again. The Albion powers were tightening their 
noose, and this mission was nothing more than a desperate attempt to 
appease them. The Sultan wasn't sending him to save the empire; he was. 
sending him to preserve the illusion of control. 


Quell the uprising. Disarm the militias. Bring Anatolia to heel. The briefing 
documents in Kemal's hands outlined the mission in stark terms. But in 
the Sultan's hollow voice, he heard only surrender. 


When the Sultan’s gaze finally met his, there was no glimmer of rebellion 
or hope—just fear and exhaustion. Vahdettin feared losing the final 
scraps of power and would do whatever it took ta preserve them, even if 
it meant handing over his people to Albion's will. 


“This is your mission,” Vahdettin repeated, his voice brittle and cold. 
"Bring them back into the fold." It wasn't a plea. It was a command, but 
one born not from authority, but from submission. 


A heavy silence hung in the air. Kemal's eyes swept across the room, 
taking in the faces of men who had long sold their souls to foreign 
powers for fleeting security. His loyalty, once unshakable, no longer 
belonged to these men. Their orders, their empire none of it could 
command him now. The mission they had given him would not be fulfilled. 
the way they imagined. 


But Kemal remained stoic, his face a mask of military formality. He 
offered the Sultan a shallow nod. "Understood, My Padisah.“ 


As he turned to leave, the weight of his decision settled in his chest. 
Vahdettin had surrendered to foreign control, clinging desperately to a 
throne built on the backs of broken promises. The empire had forsaken 
its people, leaving them to fight for survival on their own. There was 
nothing left here for him. 


Outside the palace, the battle-worn Mobile Suit GÖKBÖRÜ stood in the 
shadow of istanbul's ancient walls, its scarred armor a reflection of 
Kemal himself—battered but unbroken. He climbed into the cockpit, his 
fingers brushing over the controls as the engines roared to life. The city 
of istanbul, choked by occupation and betrayal, fell away beneath him. 


But the rest of Anatolia was different. 


Through years of conquest, expulsion, and war, the imperial powers had 
driven the people from their homes—from the Balkans, from the 
Caucasus, from the far-flung reaches of the collapsing empire. They had 
sought to break them, but in doing so, they had only ensured that the 
strongest, the fiercest survivors remained—those who had withstood 
the devastation and found themselves gathered in Anatolia, the last 
sanctuary. What the imperialists had failed to see was that, in trying to 
divide the empire, they had forged a crucible. Anatolia had become a 
bastion of resilience, its people hardened by loss but unyielding in spirit. 


The people there had not waited for orders from the empire. They had 
already taken up arms, fighting for their homes with whatever they 
could—bare hands, makeshift weapons, unwavering spirit. Abandoned 
by the very state that was meant to protect them, they fought for 
survival, unbowed and unbroken. 


Kemal's path was clear now. He would not enforce imperial orders. He 
would offer the people his knowledge, his skill as a seasoned 
commander. He would give them the tools to defend themselves, to 
protect their land, and to push back against the forces that sought to 
crush them. 


He would become their weapon. 


As GÖKBÖRÜ ascended into the sky, Kemal felt a profound shift within 
him. His loyalty no longer lay with the empire or its fading rulers. It 
belonged to the people. He would give them everything he had—every 
ounce of experience, every battle-hardened instinct—to help them win 
back their freedom. 

As GÖKBÖRÜ ascended into the sky, Kemal felt a profound shift within 
him. His loyalty no longer lay with the empire or its fading rulers. It 
belonged to the people. He would give them everything he had—every 
ounce of experience, every battle-hardened instinct—to help them win 
back their freedom. 


Meanwhile in the west, the Achaeans were relentless in their pursuit of 
conquest. After Izmir fell, their war machines advanced rapidly into the 
heart of Anatolia. With Albion warships looming over the Aegean, 
providing supplies and air support, the Achaean Mobile Suits crushed 
Turkish resistance wherever they went. Cities like Aydin and Manisa fell 
with little struggle, their defenders overwhelmed by the sheer firepower 
of the invading forces. 


Every town the Achaeans took left behind a trail of destruction —burning 
homes, desecrated mosques, and the haunting cries of those who had 
lost everything. The skies were filled with the deep rumble of their 
armored behemoths, while the ground was soaked with the blood of 
those who dared resist. 


The Fires of Defiance 


The landscape of Anatolia stretched out beneath the roar of 
GOKBORU's thrusters, scorched by years of war, its people broken but 
not defeated. Upon arriving in Samsun on May 19, 1919, Mustafa Kemal 
was greeted modestly, without the fanfare ane might expect for a figure 
of his stature. He was still officially the Ninth Army Inspector, tasked by 


Sultan’s resources but guided by the vision of his ancestors—Cengiz 
Han, the unifier of peoples, and Kürşad, the defiant warrior —Kemal 
اہ دی‎ le in He would galvanize the 


across Anatolia and bring. 
ہے چا‎ + unified effort. 


His first major action was in Havza, where on May 25, 1919, he issued the 
Havza Circular, a callto action for the Turkish people to organize mass 
protests against the occupation of izmir. The protests were not just 
about voicing discontent; they were about creating a unified front of 
defiance. He encouraged the people ta rise in peaceful but powerful 
demonstrations, urging leaders—both military and civilian—to take the 
lead. He ensured that these protests remained focused and disciplined, 
emphasizing that the non-Path Seeker population should not be 
mistreated during the demonstrations. His goal was clear: to unify the 
people, and galvanize a common national spirit. 


This defiance did not go unnoticed. By June 8, 1919, Albion authorities 
and the Osmanid government had grown suspicious of Kemal's actions. 
They issued an order for his recall to istanbul. But by this time, Kemal 
was entrenched in his plans. He stalled for time by claiming health 
issues, and instead of returning, he moved deeper into Anatolia to 
Amasya. 


Word spread quickly: Mustafa Kemal was not here to crush the rebellion. 
He was here to ignite it. 


In a covert meeting beneath the crumbling stone walls of a hidden base, 
the Amasya Circular was born—a declaration of defiance against the 
Sultan and the foreign forces now controlling the empire. Surrounded by 
his most trusted allies, Kemal outlined the path forward. The fight for 
Anatolia could not be won by the Sultan's crumbling regime. The fate of 
the nation now rested in the hands of the people. 


The pen hovered over the paper. Mustafa Kemal's hand was steady, but 
his heart raced. He knew the words he was about to write would change 
everything—not just for himself, but for the fate of the nation. This was 
the moment he had been building toward ever since he had watched the 
Osmanid leadership capitulate to the foreign powers. 
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Gerkes Ethem's Kuva-yi Seyyare 


Among those who received Kemal’s message was Cerkes Ethem, a 
formidable figure known bath for his fierce independence and his 
tactical brilliance. 


As Ethem grew, the Osmanid Empire crumbled. The Balkan Wars of 1912- 
1913 were a brutal reminder of how fragile the empire had become. In the 
Balkans, Turkish Path Seekers faced massacres, ethnic cleansing, and 
forced migration at the hands of Serbian, Bulgarian, and Achaean 
nationalists. Villages were burned, families slaughtered, and over 
400,000 Path Seekers were driven from their homes, flooding into 
Anatolia as refugees. For Ethem, the suffering of the Turkish Path 
Seekers in the Balkans resonated deeply with the Circassians' own 
experience of displacement. It strengthened his resolve to fight, to 
defend his people from the fate his ancestors had suffered. 


Ethem's natural instincts as a warrior came to the fore during World 
War ۱, when he fought as part of the Osmanid army. He distinguished 
himself for his courage and ability to lead, particularly in the harsh, 
unforgiving terrain of Anatolia, where guerrilla warfare became a 
necessary strategy against enemy forces. Leading the Kuva-yi Seyyare, 
Ethem commanded a mobile force that had become a legend among 
friend and foe alike. A band of irregular fighters, a group of seasoned. 
Circassians and Turks, Ethem became a master of guerrilla warfare. His 
fighters, known for their fierce loyalty and unyielding tenacity, struck 
fear into the hearts of occupying forces and collaborators alike. His 
knowledge of the terrain, combined with his ability to inspire his men, 
made him indispensable to the national cause. 


The people of Anatolia hailed him as a folk hera, Ethem’s forces played a 
pivotal role in the early stages of the war, especially in fighting the 
Achaean forces advancing from the west and quelling local rebellions 
that threatened to fracture the fragile unity of the nascent Turkish 
resistance. He fought with a passion that came not only from his 
devotion to the Turkish cause but also from his deep-seated belief in the 
justice of defending his adopted homeland from the fate that had 
befallen his Circassian ancestors. 


To many, Ethem was a savior, a protector of the downtrodden, and a 
symbol of defiance against foreign rule. But in the halls of Ankara, 
tensions began to brew. Ethem's growing power, his independent 
command of his militia, and his reluctance to fully submit to the authority 
of the Grand National Assembly sowed seeds of distrust. 


Kemal sought Ethem in the dense forests of western Anatolia. The two 
men met amid the whispers of towering trees, their breaths misting in 
the cool air. The resistance fighters’ makeshift camp buzzed with 
activity as Kemal's GOKBORU descended into the valley. Ethem’s own 
Mobile Suit, though not as imposing as GOKBORU, gleamed with an aura 
of lethal precision, amachine built for speed and guerrilla warfare. 


Ethem greeted Kemal not with words but by leading him into the heart of 
his camp, where ragtag groups of fighters trained with salvaged Mobile 
Suit and outdated weapons. But their spirit was unbreakable. 


Ethem's Kuva-yi Seyyare brought anew dynamism to the resistance, 
With their unmatched mobility and guerrilla tactics, they struck enemy 
positions with the precision of a falcon diving for its prey. Villages that 
had lived under the pall of occupation began to see glimpses of liberation 
as Ethem's forces pushed back the encroaching enemies. 


In one daring operation, Ethem led a night raid against an enemy supply 
depot. Under a moonless sky, his units moved like shadows, disabling 
security mechs and securing vital resources without a single casualty. 
The success of the mission was a testament to his leadership and the 
unyielding spirit of his fighters. 


Kara Fatma's Guerrilla Tactics 


In the northwest, the name Kara Fatma had become legend. She led her 
guerilla forces with unmatched tenacity, striking deep behind enemy 
lines and vanishing like a ghost into the forests near izmit. Her tactics. 
were unconventional, relying on ambushes, sabotage, and terrain 
knowledge to outmaneuver better-equipped enemy forces. 

Kemal's forces, still gathering strength, sent word to Kara Fatma, 
asking for an alliance. Her answer came not in the form of a message, 
but an action. 


As the occupiers began tightening their hold on izmit, Kara Fatma's 
forces struck at night. Her unit, though small, managed to cripple an 
entire battalion's supply route, blowing the bridge that connected them 
to their base. The enemy scrambled, but by the time reinforcements 
arrived, Kara Fatma and her fighters were gone, leaving nothing but 
destruction in their wake. 


Fatma’s guerilla tactics inspired local resistance groups to rise, each 
one emboldened by the success of her operations. When she eventually 
met Kemal, it was not as a follower but as a respected equal in the war 
far freedom. She commanded loyalty, not through rank, but through 
sheer strength of will and courage on the battlefield. 


But Mustafa Kemal, unyielding and clear-eyed, rose to cut through the 
fog of doubt. His words were sharp, slicing through the uncertainty like a 
blade. “There can be no freedom without full independence. No nation, 
cradled in the arms of imperialism, can ever truly be free." His gaze, 
intense and penetrating, swept across the room. It was not the first time 
the idea of surrender through a foreign mandate had been whispered in 
his ear, but for Kemal, this was unthinkable. To accept the help of those 
who had long sought to dominate them was a betrayal of the very soul of 
their people. 


The roam shifted, some leaning back in their chairs, others sitting 
upright, their faces a mix of shame and fear. The wounds of war had 
driven many to believe that salvation could only come from outside, from 
those very powers that had carved their empire into pieces. It was easy 
to imagine surrender as survival. 


That night, behind the heavy wooden doors of the Congress, the debate 
raged. Some delegates, their voices trembling with fatigue and 
hopelessness, begged for the embrace of Vinland, believing it to be the 
only way to revive a dying nation. They painted a grim portrait hunger, 
overwhelming debt, and the cold reality of defeat. 


Yet, even as they spoke, a lone voice rose among them. Hikmet, a young 
medical student, stood trembling but resolute, his eyes ablaze with the 
fire of youth. "We did not come here to surrender," he declared, his voice. 
echoing through the chamber. "We did not come here to accept the 
chains of another master. We came here for independence. If you accept 
amandate, | swear to you all, we will oppose you. We will not fight for 
another submission, but for our freedom. We came for nothing less than 
independence." 


AUT TH 


1919/1920 A.E. The Provisional Government 

The engines of GOKBORU roared as Mustafa Kemal's Mobile Suit cut 
across the vast plains of Anatolia, heading toward the rising city of 
Ankara. The town, modest and tucked between rugged hills, had been 
chosen for its strategic location, far from the reach of foreign invaders. 
and free from the Osmanid government's control. But Ankara was more 
than a geographic choice—it was a statement. It was to become the 
heart of the nationalist movement, the seat of anew future. 


Kemal surveyed the landscape, his mind racing with the task ahead. 
istanbul had fallen into submission, but Ankara was where the. 
resistance would solidify into a legitimate government. Here, far from 
the Sultan's reach and foreign occupiers, the seeds of Anatolia's. 
sovereignty would be sown. 


Upon arriving, Kemal dismounted from his mobile suit, his boots sinking. 
into the cold earth as he walked toward the gathering assembly. Around 
him, men and women—resistance fighters, intellectuals, and local 
leaders—murmured with anticipation. Ankara wasn't just a city anymore; 
it was the new capital of defiance. 


With a determined expression, Kemal called for the creation of the 
Grand National Assembly (GNA). The resistance could no longer be an 
underground force—it had to transform into a nascent government. 
Each step forward brought Kemal closer to realizing his vision of a free 
Anatolia, but with every step, new challenges arose. The enemy was not 
just the foreign pawers it was within their ranks. 


The establishment of the Grand National Assembly in Ankara on April 23, 
1920, was a major turning point. Mustafa Kemal was elected its leader, 
and in a historic speech, he declared that "There is no power or authority 
above the Assembly”, setting the framework for a republican system 
where sovereignty resided with the people, not with monarchs or foreign 
rulers. 


The Shadow of the Caliphate Army 


Even as Kemal worked tirelessly to establish the GNA, the Sultan's 
government, pressured by the Albion, moved to crush the nationalist 
movement. Under the guise of protecting the Caliphate, they formed the 
Caliphate Army, a force meant to reassert Osmanid control over 
Anatolia and destroy the rebellion at its roots. The irony was bitter — 
Turks would be fighting Turks in a battle far the soul of their homeland. 


The Caliphate Army moved with the precision of a force backed by 
foreign might, and as they advanced deeper into the heart of Anatolia, 
Kemal knew that the fight would soon come to Ankara itself. Tensions 
mounted as reports came in of towns falling to the Caliphate forces. The 
situation grew dire, and Kemal knew he needed a decisive blow to keep 
the fledgling movement alive. 


But Kemal had allies, and none more fearsome than Gerkes Ethem. 
Ethem, with his Kuva-yi Seyyare, had already made a name for himself 
as a commander who could strike swiftly and with devastating impact. 
His forces, composed of fast-moving Mobile Suit cavalry, were perfectly 
suited for ambushes and guerrilla tactics, making them ideal far 
confronting the Sultan's slow but powerful army. 


The Rise of Political Drama in Ankara 


Back in Ankara, the formation of the GNA was fraught with tension. 
Kemal, though respected for his leadership, faced opposition from 
various factions within the nationalist movement. Some questioned the 
wisdom of establishing a new government while still at war. Others 
feared that Kemal’s centralization of power was reminiscent of the very 
Osmanid system they sought to escape. 


In the halls of the newly formed assembly, debates raged كد‎ 
representatives from across Anatolia gathered to discuss the future of 
the resistance. For Kemal, the GNA wasn't just a political move—it was a 
necessity. The resistance needed legitimacy, agovernment that could 
rally the people and give them hope for a future beyond the chaos of war. 


Mustafa Kemal, ever the pragmatic leader, knew that in order to secure. 
Anatolia’s future, the various militias and irregular forces, including, 
Ethem’s, had to be brought under the command of the new national 
army. But for Ethem, aman whose entire life had been defined by 
independence, by fighting on his own terms, the idea of submitting to a 
centralized authority was unthinkable. 


Tensions between Ethem and the Turkish leadership escalated. Mustafa 
Kemal, recognizing the growing divide, attempted to integrate Ethem’s 
forces into the regular army, but Ethem resisted. He had seen toa much 
betrayal in his life—his people had been forced from their homes, and he 
had witnessed the collapse of the Osmanid state. Now, the very 
movement he had helped to build was demanding that he relinquish his, 
autonomy. For Ethem, it felt like another betrayal, another step toward a 
future he could not control. 


The Geopolitical Struggle for Anatolia 


The Turkish homeland itself was now under threat of dismemberment. 
The Achaeans, backed by Albion's Prime Minister David Lloyd George, 
were poised to claim Western Anatolia, with the Megali Idea—the dream 
of recreating a Greater Achaea—firmly in their sights. izmir and Thrace 
would fall into Achaean hands, turning dreams of Achaean territorial 
expansion into reality. Urartu, too, was promised its own independent 
state in Eastern Anatolia, slicing away a region that had been a core part 
of the Osmanid heartland for centuries. Meanwhile, the Kurdish, 
question was being debated, with talks of granting the Kurds autonomy, 
or even independence in southeastern Anatolia. 


The Albion sought control over the oil- and water-rich regions of 
Mesopotamia and Mosul, while the Gaul focused on expanding their 
influence into Cilicia and Syria. The Roman aimed to establish a foothold 
in southwestern Anatolia. Even the United Vinland, under President 
Woodrow Wilson, was drawn into the process, tasked with determining, 
the borders of the proposed Urartian state. 


For Anatolia, this was not a treaty —it was an ultimatum. The map of the 
Osmanid Empire, meticulously drawn and redrawn by foreign hands, left 
Anatolia a fragment of its former self, confined to a small part of 
Anatolia, surrounded by hostile powers and fragmented by internal 
unrest. It was clear that the Sevres Treaty was not just about territorial 
loss—it was about the erasure of the Turkish identity. 


The Reaction of the Turkish People: Resistance and Defiance 


When the terms of the treaty were made public, the reaction in Anatolia 
was one of shock, anger, and betrayal. The Sultan's government in 
istanbul, weak and subservient to the Allies, seemed prepared to accept 
this fate, but for the Turkish nationalists, led by Mustafa Kemal, the 
treaty was utterly unacceptable. 


Mustafa Kemal had already begun to mobilize resistance through the 
National Movement, and the signing of the Treaty of Sevres only 
solidified his resolve. In Anatolia, Mustafa Kemal rallied the Turkish. 
people, organizing the Sivas and Erzurum Congresses, declaring that 
the Turkish homeland was indivisible. He rejected the terms of Sevres 
and vowed to fight for the survival of a united, independent Anatolia. 
This was the birth of the Turkish War of Independence. 


Mustafa Kemal saw the Treaty of Sevres as the ultimate insult—a 
foreign-imposed agreement that disregarded the will of the Turkish 
people and sought to reduce them to mere pawns in the geopolitical 
games of Europe. The treaty was not just a threat to Turkish 
sovereignty; it was a mortal danger to the very existence of the Turkish 
nation. Mustafa Kemal and his followers knew that if they did not resist, 
the fate of the Osmanid Empire would be sealed, and the Turkish people 
would be relegated to a minor province in a world dominated by the 
imperial ambitions of Albion, Gallia, Rome, and Achaea. 
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In 1920, the situation became dire. Urartian forces, emboldened by the 
support ofthe Allies and their own territorial ambitions, launched a 
series of attacks aimed at consolidating control over Kars and the 
surrounding regions. Mustafa Kemal, though occupied with the threats, 
from the west and south, knew that the time had come to strike in the. 
east. 


With the support of Käzım Karabekir, a brilliant general who had long. 
defended Turkish interests in the east, Kemal began to organize a 
campaign to reclaim Kars. Karabekir had been stationed in the region for 
some time, holding together the remnants of the Osmanid army and 
rallying local support for the nationalist cause. He shared Kemal's vision. 
of a united Anatolia, free from foreign intervention, and was ready to. 
act. 


In the autumn of 1920, as the nationalist forces gained ground against 
the Urartians, Kemal and Karabekir devised a bold plan to retake Kars. 
The situation was delicate—the city's strategic importance made it a. 
prime target for both Urartian forces and potential Russian 
interference. But Kemal, ever the strategist, saw an opportunity in the 
chaos of post-revolutionary Russia. The Bolsheviks, newly in power, 
were more interested in securing peace with Anatolia than supporting 
Urartu. This gave Kemal the diplomatic space he needed to focus on the 
military campaign without fearing intervention from the north. 


Kemal's orders to Karabekir were clear: strike fast, strike hard, and 
liberate Kars before the winter set in. Karabekir, with his deep. 
understanding of the region's terrain and its people, moved quickly. He 
rallied his forces, a mix of regular troops and local militias, and began a 
rapid advance towards Kars. 


The victory at Kars was more than a military conquest; it was arallying 
point for the Turkish people. To the weary nation, which had endured 
countless invasions, occupations, and betrayals, Kars became a symbol 
of hope, unity, and resilience. It was a declaration that the Turkish 
people would not allow their homeland to be carved up by foreign powers, 
that they would stand and fight, not just with their weapons, but with 
their diplomatic savvy and their unbreakable will. 


For Kemal, Kars was also deeply personal. It was not simply another city 
reclaimed, but a demonstration of his leadership—both on the battlefield 
and in the halls of diplomacy. Kars stood as a testament to his ability to. 
wage war and peace with equal skill, to navigate the treacherous waters 
of international politics, and to secure a future for the Turan Republic. 


The Treaties of Alexandropol and Kars solidified Kemal's vision of a 
sovereign Turkish state, free from the influence of foreign powers, and 
ensured the eastern borders would remain intact for generations to 
come. The people of Kars, who had suffered through years of Russian 
occupation, now stood tall, their city once again part of the land they 
loved. 


For every Turk, from the western shores of Anatolia to the rugged 
highlands of the east, the victory at Kars was a beacon of what could be 
achieved. It symbolized unity, sacrifice, and resilience in the face of 
overwhelming odds. Kars was not just a battle—it was the defiance of a. 
nation, a people standing up to say, "This is our land, and we will not 
surrender it." 


As the Turan Republic emerged from the ashes of the Osmanid Empire, 
the liberation of Kars became a shining example of what could be 
achieved through unity, strategic brilliance, and sheer determination. کا‎ 
wasn't just a victory for the people of Kars—it was a victory for all 
Turks, for every man, woman, and child who had dreamed of a future 
where their homeland was whole, sovereign, and free. 


The liberation of Kars was the beginning of a diplomatic revolution. 
Mustafa Kemal, ever the strategist, understood that the future of 
Anatolia would not be secured by military might alone. To solidify his, 
gains and ensure the survival of the nascent Turkish state, he turned to. 
asurprising ally: Soviet Russia. 


For centuries, the Osmanid Empire and Imperial Russia had been locked 
in a bitter rivalry, but with the fall of the Osmanid monarchy and the 
Russian Tsar, a new alignment of interests emerged. The Bolsheviks, 
under Vladimir Lenin, were eager to undermine the Western imperial 
powers that were encroaching on Anatolia, and they saw the Turkish 
National Movement as a valuable ally in this fight. 


Mustafa Kemal, recognizing the opportunity, entered into delicate 
negotiations with the Soviets. He knew that financial and military 
support from the Bolsheviks could tip the balance in Anatolia's favor, 
especially as they faced the Achaean army in the west and sought to 
stabilize the eastern front against Urartu. 


By mid-1920, the first shipments of gold, weapons, and ammunition 
began flowing from Soviet Russia to the Turkish Nationalists. The 
Soviets provided approximately 500 kilograms of gold, crucialfunds that 
helped stabilize the war-torn economy and fund military operations. 
Alongside this financial aid, the Soviets supplied rifles, machine guns, 
artillery, and ammunition, strengthening the Turkish army at a critical 
time. 


This support was not given freely—it was part of a broader diplomatic 
effort. The Bolsheviks needed an ally in Anatolia, a state that would not 
Fall under the influence of Albion, Gallia, or Achaea, and Mustafa Kemal 
needed Soviet support to win the war and secure Anatolia s future. In. 
exchange, Kemal assured the Soviets that Turan would remain neutral 
and would not become a launching point for Western attacks on the. 


This mutual understanding laid the groundwork for a series of treaties. 
On December 2, 1920, the Treaty of Alexandropol was signed between 
Turan and Urartu, ending hostilities in the east. This was a significant 
diplomatic achievement, as Urartu recognized Turkish sovereignty over 
Kars and other disputed territories. But even more important were the 


In March 1921, Turan and Soviet Russia signed the Treaty of Moscow, 
formalizing their alliance. This treaty not only established the borders 
between the two nations but also secured continued Soviet support in. 
the form of arms and gold, which would sustain Anatolia through the 
remainder of its struggle for independence. The Treaty of Kars, signed 
later in 1921 with Urartu, Azerbaijan, and Iberia, further solidifiech 
Anatolia’s eastern borders and secured lasting peace on the Caucasus 
front. 


The Fallof Cerkes Ethem 


As 1920 turned into 1921, the rift between Ankara’s new government and 
Ethem deepened. Ethem, ever the warrior, began to question the 
leadership of Mustafa Kemal and his inner circle, accusing them of 
political maneuvering and corruption. His refusal to subordinate his. 
forces to the national army was seen as a threat to the unity of the 
Turkish cause. In the eyes of the leadership in Ankara, Ethem had. 
become not a hero but a dangerous renegade, a figure whose 
independence threatened the very foundation of the new Anatolia they 
were trying to build. 


By early 1921, the situation reached a breaking point. Mustafa Kemal, 
now determined to bring all Forces under his control, issued an 
ultimatum: Ethem must either submit to the national army ar face the 
consequences. Ethem, believing he had been wronged, chose to defy the. 
order. He retreated with his forces, refusing to join the centralized. 
command. 


ismet Pasa, one of Mustafa Kemal's most trusted generals, had been 
tasked with overseeing the transformation. His orders were clear—no 
more fragmented guerilla tactics, no more independent warlords. The 
resistance needed to stand united, or it would crumble beneath the 
weight of foreign invaders and internal chaos. 


The battle lines were drawn—not against Achaean invaders, but 
between former allies. In the cold days of January 1921, Turkish forces 
loyal to Ankara, led by ismet Pasa, clashed with Ethem's men. Tha 
Circassian warrior, once the hero of the War of Independence, was now 
being hunted by the very army he had fought alongside. 
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Mustafa Kemal activated his Mobile Suit's energy shield just in time, 
deflecting the barrage, though the strain was evident. 

“You think this is about me? This isn't about control, Ethem. It's about 
survival. Look around you! The Achaeans are at our gates. The Sultan s 
loyalists would burn Anatolia to the ground to regain their throne. This, 
isn't the time for individualism!” 

“individualism?” Ethem spat, his Mobile Suit leaping back to avoid a 


counterstrike. 


"۱ was there from the beginning, Kemal. We fought as brothers. Now, you 
treat me like an enemy?” 

“You've become a danger," Mustafa Kemal countered, his GÖKBÖRÜ 
darting forward, energy blade drawn. The two Mobile Suits clashed 
again, sparks lighting up the battlefield. 

“A divided Anatolia is a defeated Anatolia. Your refusal to unite with the 
GNA fractures our cause. You're handing victory to our enemies! United 
we stand, divided we fall!” 


The Tetertup shoved back violently, disengaging for a moment. Ethem’s 
voice, once filled with rage, now carried a quieter, deeper conviction. 
“And what kind of Anatolia will you create, Kemal? One that’s free in 
name but bound by your rules, your government? You speak of unity, but 
what you mean is control. You've lost sight of the people in your vision 
for the future.” 

Mustafa Kemal’s Mobile Suit paused. The battle around them seemed 
distant now, as the two warriors faced the truth of their struggle. His. 
voice softened, almost weary. 


“Perhaps | have. Perhaps leadership demands a kind of control neither 
of us ever wanted. But the people need morsthan ideals right now, 
Ethem. They need safety. They need anation that can protect them." 


Ethem's Tetertup stood tall, battered and smoking from the earlier 
exchange. 

"And what happens after this war is over, Kemal? Will you give them the 
freedom to choose then, or will your ‘unified front just become a new. 
form of oppression?" 


Mustafa Kemal's silence lasted only a heartbeat. As the Tetertup 
staggered, its systems failing and smoke pouring fram its wounds, he 
spoke with calm autharity, his voice unwavering. 


“There will be a choice, Ethem. Once the war is over, once we ve secured 
our future, the people will have the freedom to decide their path. But 
first, they need to be safe. They need to know their sacrifices weren't in. 
vain. What | offer isn't tyranny—it' s the foundation of a republic where 
no one man holds power forever.” 


“What we're building isn't another farm of control. It's the only way for 
Anatolia to survive, to be free—not just today, but for generations to 
come. This fight isn't about us; it never was. We fought to free our 
people, to give them a future that isn't defined by foreign powers or 
internal chaos. A future where all will be free and finally be equal, na. 
matter who they are. If you can't see that, you were never fighting for 
the people—you were fighting for yourself." 

Ethem let out a long, exhausted breath, the fire in his voice finally 
dimming. 
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The First Battle of inónú - January 1921: 


On the frozen, rugged terrain near inànü, the Turkish forces took their 
Positions. The battlefield, once a quiet stretch of land, now roared to life 
as artillery shells exploded across the hills, and the heavy treads of 
Mobile Suits pressed deep into the snow-covered ground. Smoke and 
the acrid scent of burning fuel filled the air as the Achaean forces 
advanced, supported by their latest, foreign-supplied war machines. 


The Achaean forces, well-armed and emboldened by Occidental support, 
had been steadily advancing across Anatolia, intent on crushing the 
nascent Turkish National Movement. They had already seized much of 
western Anatolia, and their eyes were set on Eskisehir—a vital 
stronghold for the Turkish forces led by ismet Pasa. If Eskisehir fell, the 
path to Ankara, the heart of the Turkish resistance, would be open. The 
stakes could not have been higher. 


In the face of overwhelming odds, ismet Pasa's troops—many of them 
poorly equipped and suffering from lack of supplies—stood firm. These 
soldiers, drawn from across Anatolia, included many veterans of the 
Balkan Wars, men who had already lost their homes and families to the 
wars that had ravaged the Osmanid Empire. They knew what was at 
stake: if they lost here, there would be no refuge left. Many of them had 
been part of the great exodus from the Balkans, fleeing massacres and. 
ethnic cleansing that had marked the collapse of Osmanid control in 
Europe. The memory of their burned villages and lost loved ones was a 
fire that burned deep in their hearts. They could not—would not—allow 
their homeland to fall again. 


ismet Pasa’s command Mobile Suit, a battle-scarred but formidable 
machine, stood at the heart of the defense. Flanked by older, patched- 
together Mobile Suits salvaged from past battles, the Turkish forces 
prepared for a brutal confrontation. The weather worked in their favor; 
a thick mist cloaked the hills, masking their movements as they 
repositioned in anticipation of the assault. 


The enemy struck with ferocity, their Mobile Suits charging forward, 
energy weapons lighting up the sky in a barrage of beams and plasma, 
bolts. But the nationalist forces held their ground. With grim 
determination, ismet Pasa led counter-assaults, its energy cannons 
blasting through the ranks of Achaean machines, leveling their armored 
infantry. 


Throughout the bitter hours of combat, ismet Pasa s forces fought in 
tightly coordinated waves. Every move was calculated, each mech unit 
sacrificing mobility for strategic advantage. Their tactics, haned in the 
harsh realities of war, took full advantage of the terrain. As the 
Achaeans pushed through the hills, Turkish Mobile Suits would ambush, 
fram hidden vantage points, unleashing torrents of fire before 
retreating into the mist. The battlefield was a chaotic blend of smoke, 
steel, and snow, the explosions casting brief, brilliant light over the 
carnage. 


By the end of the First Battle of inónú, despite the crushing numbers. 
and advanced weaponry of the Achaeans, the nationalist forces held the 
line. The enemy retreated, shaken, and with their momentum broken. 
This battle marked not just a military victory but a psycholegical turning 
paint for the Turkish forces. 


The Second Battle of inónú = 


Southern Front: Siege Wars - The Gaul-Turkish War 1920-1921 
The Siege of Maras: A Symbol of Resistance 


One of the most dramatic moments in this war came during the siege of 
Maras. In early 1920, Gaul forces, bolstered by Urartian units, moved ta 
solidify control over the city. However, the people of Maras were not 
willing to yield. Under the leadership of local figures and with Mustafa 
Kemal's growing national movement as their inspiration, they mounted a. 
fierce resistance. 


The Gaul, expecting a quick victory, found themselves bogged down in 
brutal urban warfare. The people Maras fought with whatever they 
had—farm tools, old rifles, even their bare hands—turning their homes 
into fortresses and their streets into death traps for the occupying. 
forces. The bravery of the townspeople, many of them women and 
children, became legendary. 


At the height of the siege, with the city’s defenses faltering, Mustafa 
Kemal, though engaged in multiple fronts, sent reinforcements and 
supplies, ensuring the fighters had the support they needed. The 
resilience of the people, combined with Kemal’s strategic planning, 
forced the Gaul to retreat. On 12 February 1920, Maras was liberated, 
marking one of the first major victories of the Turkish National 
Movement. 


The victory at Maras electrified the nation. It was not just a battle won; it 
was astatement—that the Turkish people would not be subjugated. The 
Turkish forces, though vastly outnumbered and outgunned, had the 
strength of their homeland behind them. Mustafa Kemal understood 
that this victory was more than just amilitary achievement—it was the 
spark that would ignite a wider resistance across southern Anatolia. 


The Turning Point: Antep and Urfa 
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The Diplomatic Masterstroke 


Mustafa Kemal was far more than a battlefield commander—he was a, 
genius of diplomacy, understanding that the survival and sovereignty of 
Turan required more than just military victories. As the War of 
Independence dragged on, Kemal knew that defeating the Gaul militarily 
was only one aspect of the larger struggle. The true challenge lay in 
securing international recognition of the Turkish National Movement, 
ensuring that Turan would be treated as a legitimate, sovereign state in 


the post-war world. 


In the summer of 1921, the situation had reached a tipping point. The 
Gaul, having grown weary of the prolonged fighting in southern Anatolia, 
and realizing the rising strength of the Turkish National Movement, 
began to reconsider their position. At this critical juncture, Mustafa 
Kemal saw an opportunity. His vision extended beyond the battlefield— 
he aimed to secure peace and sovereignty for Turan through diplomacy, 
without dragging the war into unnecessary bloodshed. 


Through back-channel negotiations and brilliant political maneuvering, 
Mustafa Kemal initiated talks with the Gaul. His objective was crystal 
clear: force the Gaul to recognize Turkish sovereignty in southern 
Anatolia and, crucially, end their support for Urartian ambitions in the 
region. The stakes were high, as the Gaul were a major imperial power 
and part of the Allied bloc that had sought to carve up the Osmanid 
Empire following World War l. 


The Gaul-Turkish War, though smaller in scale compared to the later 
battles against the Achaeans and other Allies, carried profound 
significance. It demonstrated to the world that the Turkish people, under 
the leadership of Mustafa Kemal, would not allow themselves to be 
subjugated by foreign powers, even those as formidable as the Gaul. 
The victories at Maras, Antep, and Urfa became symbols of the 
indomitable Turkish spirit, a people who refused to accept partition and 


occupation. 


Yet, it was the diplomatic victory in Ankara that truly signified a turning 
point. Mustafa Kemal was not merely a war hero; he had emerged as a 
statesman of extraordinary skill, capable of negotiating a future for 
Turan that preserved its independence and dignity. His ability to, 
outmaneuver one of the most powerful colonial empires in the world 
while securing his sovereignty elevated his standing not only among his. 
own people but also on the global stage. 


Through his strategic brilliance, his understanding of diplomacy, and his 
unwavering belief in the cause of Turkish independence, Mustafa Kemal 
had secured yet another victory on the long road to the creation of the 
Republic of Turan. The Treaty of Ankara was more than a political 
triumph—it was a signal to the world that the Turkish National 
Movement, and by extension the GNA, was no longer arevolutionary 
farce but the legitimate representative of the Turkish people. With each. 
diplomatic success, Mustafa Kemal inched closer to realizing his vision 
of a modern, unified, and sovereign Turkish state. 
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The Weight of Command 


Mustafa Kemal turned to his officers, gathered behind him in anxious, 
silence. Each of them looked to him for guidance, for reassurance, but 
he could see the doubt in their eyes. They hadfought hard for manths— 
weeks of trench warfare that sapped morale and broke spirits. Supplies 
were running low, and many of the soldiers were ill-equipped, fighting 
with whatever weapons they could salvage from the battlefield ar 
scrounge from the remnants of the Osmanid army. 


He remembered vividly the arguments inthe Grand National Assembly 
only weeks ago. There had been whispers—questions about his 
leadership, whether they should surrender Ankara before it was too 
late. Some argued that an honorable negotiation with the Achaeans. 
might save what was left of the Turkish heartland. The voice of doubt 
had spread through the ranks, and now it lingered like a dark cloud over 
the field of battle. 


But what struck him most was the heavy silence within himself. The 
sharp clarity that had guided him through Gallipoli, through the trenches 
of World War |, seemed distant now. In the solitude of his command tent, 
when the maps were laid out and the lamps flickered in the night, 
Mustafa Kemal felt the weight of an entire nation pressing down on his 
shoulders. He was tired—more tired than he had ever been. And with 
exhaustion came doubt. 

“What if this is it?” he wondered to himself. “What if we lose?” 

The specter of failure haunted him. The Achaean army was advancing 
rapidly, and if they crossed the Sakarya River, there would be nothing 
left to stop them from reaching Ankara. The fate of the entire Turkish 
nation hinged on this battle, and yet, the plans he had so meticulously 
crafted seemed to be unraveling in his hands. 
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The Battle of Sakarya - Western Front 


The ground trembled beneath their feet, not from fear, but from the 
weight of history pressing down on them. The vast, endless Anatolian 
plains stretched out like a canvas of fate, and the men who stood upon it 
were destined to paint it in blood, Sweat, and the hope of a nation 
gasping for its survival. The year was 1921, and the Achaean were 
advancing, their footsteps heavy with the intent of obliterating a 
dream—a dream that had begun with whispers of independence and now 
roared in the hearts of every Turk standing against them. 


The Battle of Sakarya was more than just a clash of armies—it was و‎ 
reckoning. For Mustafa Kemal, this was not a war to win territory —it 
was a fight to reclaim identity, a battle to breathe life back into a land 
suffocated by years of defeat. His eyes, stern and unwavering, scanned. 
the horizon. Every inch of this soil was sacred, and he knew that this. 
was not merely a defense of geography, but of everything they had ever 
believed in. 


He gathered his men, their faces etched with exhaustion, yet their 
spirits unbroken. "There is no line of defense but an area of defense, 
and that area is the whole country. Not an inch of the country should be 
abandoned until it is drenched with the blood of the citizens." he 
declared, his voice echoing across the wind-swept plains. The words, so 
simple and yet so profound, rippled through the ranks, igniting a fire in. 
the hearts of those who had tasted defeat but refused to let it poison 
their future. 


For 22 long days, the Battle of Sakarya raged like a storm that refused 
to subside. The Achaean forces, relentless and well-armed, pressed 
forward, believing the Turks would. break. But they did not understand 
the spirit of Anatolia, how its people had endured centuries of hardship 
and still stood tall. Under Mustafa Kemal's command, they fought not for 
glory, but for survival, for the soul of their homeland. 


The air was thick with smoke and the screams of the wounded, but 
within that chaos, there was a strange sense of peace in Mustafa 
Kemal's mind. He had entrusted his very being to this fight, knowing that 
the line between victory and obliteration was thin and frail. Yet, it was in. 
those moments, standing before his soldiers, that he saw something far 
mare powerful than guns or numbers—the unyielding will of a people 
united in their belief. The tide turned, slowly at first, and then with a roar 
that drowned out the enemy's advance. The Achaean retreated. The 
plains that had been on the verge of being lost now pulsed with the. 
promise of a future. 


The battlefield was eerily quiet in the fading light. The smell of 
gunpowder and blood still hung heavy in the air, mingling with the scent 
of earth freshly churned by boots and cannon fire. The Sakarya River 
flowed sluggishly nearby, its surface dark and impenetrable. 

Mustafa Kemal stood at the edge of the battlefield, his eyes scanning 
the horizon where his forces had fought valiantly against the Achaean 
army. They had won—there was no question of that. The Achaean forces 
had been pushed back, and the momentum of the war had shifted. But at 
what cost? 
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Mustafa Kemal knew better than to let his forces grow complacent. 
Despite the brilliance of ismet Pasa’s strategies, the relentless guerilla 
tactics of Kara Fatma, and the diplomatic breakthrough achieved with 
the Treaty of Gümrü, he understood that a single triumph did not end a, 
war —it only set the stage for the next, more decisive battle, 


As the sweltering summer of 1921 dragged on, the war teetered ona 
knife's edge. The Battle of Sakarya had been a turning point—a brutal, 
22-day struggle that saw the Achaeans pushed back before they could. 
strike at the heart of Anatolia. But it was a victory laced with bitterness. 
The Achaeans had not been destroyed; they merely retreated, still 
holding vast swathes of Western Anatolia under their iron grip. The war 
had morphed into a grim test of endurance, a battle not just for land but 
for the very soul of the resistance. 


Ankara was a city of tension, a place where the weight of the war 
pressed down on every decision, every whispered conversation. The 
fledgling government, just beginning to find its footing, was beset by 
challenges from all sides. Foreign invaders loamed like a dark cloud over 
the nation, while domestic dissent festered, stoked by the ever- 
scheming Albion agents working to divide the resistance from within. 


Victory at Sakarya had granted them precious time, but Kemal knew it 
was fleeting. His men—tired, hungry, and poorly equipped—had fought 
valiantly, their ragged uniforms and torn boots a testament to their 
struggle. Yet their spirit had never faltered. They did not fight merely to 
survive. They fought for something far greater: for the very soil beneath. 
their feet, for the future of a nation they could yet call their own. 


This was a war fought not just in blood and fire but in the hallowed halls 
of Ankara’s Parliament. Inside those chambers, fiery debates raged 
over the next steps. Some clamored for immediate action, pushing for a 
strike that would end the war once and for all. But Kemal, ever the 
strategist, held the line. He knew the danger of acting too soon, of 
striking before the army was truly ready. He could feel the weight of 
every soldier's life resting on his decisions. One wrong move, and 
everything they had fought for could come crashing down. 


Under his leadership, alongside ismet Pasa and Fevzi Cakmak, the 
ragtag force that had once been the Turkish army had transformed. 
Once disjointed and under-supplied, they had become a disciplined, 
modern military, hardened by months of battle. Even the cavalry, once 
the pride of the old Osmanid military, had been reforged into a lethal 
force. Yet Kemal knew that their greatest weapon was not found in their 
numbers or their guns—it was in their unbreakable will. The belief that 
this land, their land, could not be taken by any foreign power, no matter 
how mighty. 


In a rare moment of quiet, Mustafa Kemal stood alone in his command 
post. The victories had been hard-won, but the costs were high. He knew. 
that with Ethem’ s rebellion quelled and ismet Pasa's victories securing 
the western front, the path to independence was clearer, but nat 
without peril. 


He thought of the sacrifices that had been made, the lives lost, and the 
difficult decisions ahead. The unification of the nationalist forces was 
critical to the next phase of the war, but keeping them united through the 
final battles would prove just as difficult as defeating the foreign 
invaders. 


In the dim light of the command center, Mustafa Kemal allowed himself a 
moment of reflection before the next chapter of the struggle unfolded. 
The future of Anatolia would not be built on victories alone, buton the 
strength of its people and their ability to forge a nation from the ashes 
of the ald empire. 


By mid-1922, the Achaean occupation was beginning to crack. Mustafa 
Kemal's tactics had worn them down, their forces stretched thin across, 
avast and unforgiving land. Turkish militias, relentless and daring, 
struck at Achaean patrols under the cover of night, cutting supply lines 
and severing communications with surgical precision. The once-mighty 
Achaean war machine, so confident in its superiority, now found itself 
outmaneuvered by an enemy they could rarely see coming. 


The Turkish Mobile Suits, though outdated and often held together by. 
nothing more than sheer determination, had become more formidable. 
than the Achaeans had ever imagined. In ambush after ambush, Turkish 
guerrilla fighters would emerge from the shadows, strike swiftly, and 
disappear into the rugged mountains before the Achaeans could react. 
Each attack sapped the enemy’s morale, leaving their lines fractured, 


By the time the Turkish army stood ready to launch the Great Offensive, 
the Achaean forces were a shadow of their former strength. 
Demoralized and stretched thin, their once-feared Mobile Suits rusted 
and abandoned in the fields of Anatolia. The time for the final blow had 
come, and the Turkish forces—resilient, united, and driven by the 
unshakable belief that this was their land—stood poised to deliver it. 


AVV DH 
1922 A.E. Preparing the Counterstrike 
Mustafa Kemal knew the time had come. The war had reached a critical 
moment, and the only way forward was through one decisive strike that 
could end the Achaean occupation for good. All of his tactical successes 
had been building toward this moment, but the final blow would demand. 
the utmost precision, secrecy, and flawless execution. 


This would not be a simple culmination of battles; it would be the 
manifestation of Mustafa Kemal's grand strategy, honed through 
months of painstaking preparation, secrecy, and an almost divine sense 
of timing. The brilliance of Mustafa Kemallay not just in his military, 
prowess, but in his ability to understand the hearts of his people, the 
politics of the world, and the unforgiving nature of war. But no matter 
how meticulously the plan had been crafted, there were no certainties in. 
war. All that remained was the strike itself —and the hope that, when the 
moment came, everything would fall into place. 


As early as June 1922, in the heart of Ankara, Mustafa Kemal began 
sketching the framework of his most daring plan: The Great Offensive 
(Büyük Taarruz). The air in his office was thick with tension, maps of 
western Anatolia spread across tables, pinned to walls —each line, each 
mountain pass meticulously examined. The Turkish army had regained 
its footing after the Battle of Sakarya, but Kemal knew this was not 
enough. Victory lay not in defense, but in offense, and the time had come 
to deliver the decisive blow. Yet, as always with Kemal, it was not brute 
force that would win the day—it was precision, patience, and an 
understanding of the enemy's weaknesses. 


The first step of his plan was deception. While the world’s attention was 
focused on the imperial powers’ internal turmoil, Kemal sought to lull the 
Achaeans into a false sense of security. He issued orders to feign 
inactivity, giving the appearance that Turkish forces were unable to 
mount a serious offensive. The Achaean army, firmly entrenched in 
western Anatolia, remained cautious but believed they could hold their 
positions. He was playing a game of patience, waiting far the moment 
when the Achaeans believed their occupation of Turkish lands was. 
secure. And that was when Kemal would strike. 


Behind the scenes, the Turkish army was mobilizing. Arms and supplies 
flowed quietly into strategic points across western Anatolia. Mobile 
Suits were carefully disassembled and transported in parts to covert 
locations, where they were meticulously reassembled for the battles to. 
come. In hidden camps, men trained in secrecy, and officers gathered. 
for hushed, late-night meetings, preparing for the moment when their 
carefully laid plans would unfold. Kemal himself was always present, his. 
mind a whirl of logistics, tactics, and morale. He spent long hours with his, 
commanders, reinforcing the importance of absolute discretion and 
discipline. Every move, every deployment was scrutinized to ensure that 
when the offensive came, it would hit with the force of a hurricane, 
catching the enemy completely off-guard. 


In the weeks leading up to the attack, Kemal moved his headquarters to 
Aksehir, closer to the front, but still shrouded in mystery. Few knew کہ‎ 
his exact plans. Even his closest confidants understood only fragments. 
He knew that surprise was the key to success. The Achaeans, convinced 
that the Turkish forces were incapable of mounting an offensive, were 
stationed in fortified positions, confident in their superiority. 


But Kemal was prepared. By August 1922, he made his decisive move. He 
convened a council of war with his top commanders—Fevzi Cakmak, 
ismet Pasa, now known as inànü, and others. In the dimly lit roam, Kemal 
revealed the full scope of his bold strategy. Even his most battle- 
hardened generals were stunned by the audacity of the plan. It would not 
be a drawn-out campaign—only a swift, concentrated strike aimed 
directly at the heart of the Achaean army. 


The plan was elegant in its simplicity: 


* Adecisive push through Afyonkarahisar, a region critical to both 
sides due to its railways and supply routes. Mustafa Kemal identified 
this as the weakest link in the Achaean defenses. 


* Themain attack would be aimed at cutting off the Achaean forces. 
from their supply lines, isolating them in the rugged terrain of western. 
Anatolia where they would be vulnerable to encirclement. 


* Speed and coordination were paramount. Every unit had its objective, 
and every commander was drilled on the need for perfect timing. The 
attack had to unfold like clockwork, with no room for hesitation or 
error. 


On the night of 25 August 1922, the final orders were given. There was 
no speech, no grand proclamation—just the quiet resolve of a leader who 
knew the gravity of what was about to unfald. The soldiers, aware that 
this was the moment they had been waiting for, sharpened their 
bayonets and cleaned their rifles in silence. They, too, understood that 
tomorrow would decide the future of their homeland. 


And then, in the gray dawn of 26 August, the Great Offensive began. 


ADF FF 
1922 A.E. Büyük Taarruz (The Great Offensive) 
August 1922. The air was heavy with anticipation, a tension that pressed 
down on the soldiers like the weight of a nation’s hopes. Mustafa Kemal 
stood at the front, gazing over the ranks of his army, their faces etched. 
with exhaustion and resolve. These men, many of them just boys at the 
start of the war, had endured the crucible of fire and steel. Their 
innocence was long gone, replaced by the hardened determination of 
warriors who had fought tooth and nail to protect their homeland. 
They were ready. 


In the distance, the dawn sky began to lighten, casting the battlefield in. 
shades of gray. Today would be the day that either broke their enemy or 
broke them. Every tactical decision, every battle won, had brought them 
to this moment. Mustafa Kemal knew that this wasn’t just about 
reclaiming land. This was about reclaiming the soul of their nation. One 
final push. One strike to end it all. 


On August 26, 1922, the Turkish National Movement launched the Great 
Offensive, the full might of their forces unleashed in a devastating, 
coordinated strike. The battlefield was transformed into a war zone of 
fire and metal, as Turkish Mobile Suits, rebuilt from the wreckage of 
earlier battles, charged headlong into the Achaean defenses. The 
ground trembled beneath the weight of machines, steel clashing with 
steel, as the Turkish pilots pushed their suits to the breaking point. 


Within the cockpit of each Mobile Suit, pilots gripped their controls, 
sweat dripping down their brows as the weight of responsibility bore 
down on them. This was no ordinary battle. Every swing of a blade, every 
shot fired carried the fate of Anatolia with it. Turkish Suits, though 
battle-worn and outdated, had been fortified with determination and 
grit. The enemy’s high-tech machines, once the fear of the battlefield, 
were now crumbling under the relentless advance. It was not the 
superior technology that was winning—it was the human spirit behind 
every blow. 


For days, the battlefield was a cauldron. of chaos. Explosions rocked the 
earth, and smoke rose in thick plumes, obscuring the sun. Turkish 
forces, fighting on foot alongside their mechanized brothers, emerged 
fram the hills, launching surprise attacks that further disoriented the 
enemy. The Achaeans, once so certain of their victory, found their lines 
shattered and their machines failing. 


By August 30, the decisive battle at Dumlupinar sealed their fate. The 
Achaean forces, broken and demoralized, fled in disarray. Their 
tawering war machines lay abandoned on the field, the symbals of their 
former might rusting in the dust. Victory was in sight, but it was not yet 
complete. 


Kemal watched the retreat from atop his command post, his gaze 
steady, his heart heavy. This was more than just a battle. It was the 
culmination of everything they had fought for—their identity, their 
future. The Turkish flag, its red vibrant against the smoke-darkened 
sky, was raised once more. 


On September Ist 1922 he ordered: “Armies, your first goal is the 
Mediterranean. Forward!” 


The Turkish forces pressed forward, the momentum of victory carrying 
them with unstoppable force. And then came the final push—the march 
toizmir. Once a proud symbol of Achaean control, izmir now lay before 
them, its walls trembling under the weight of history. As Turkish Mobile 
Suits clanked and whirred, rolling through the valleys, the Achaeans 
could do nothing but retreat, their once-mighty forces reduced to 
scattered remnants. 


On September 9, the Turkish army entered izmir, their arrival met with 
tears and cheers from acity long oppressed. Streets once lined with 
foreign banners were now filled with the triumphant cries of liberation. 
The people, worn by years of occupation, flooded the streets, their joy 
overwhelming. Women wept as they embraced their children. 


Kara Fatma, her command mech draped in the Turkish flag, led her 
forces through the heart of izmir. She had faught in the northern. 
mountains, the valleys of Sakarya, and the plains of inónú. And now, at 
the end of her long and arduous journey, she saw her homeland free. Her 
Mobile Suit, battle-scarred and worn, stood tall among the liberated) 
streets, its metallic joints creaking as it came to a halt. Fatma, her hands 
gripping the controls, allowed herself a rare moment of quiet reflection. 
This was not just a military victory—it was personal. She had shed blood 
for this moment, and now it was here. 


At the steps of the old city hall, Mustafa Kemal stood beside her. The 
noise of the celebration was deafening, but for a moment, the two of 
them stood in silence, knowing the weight of the victory they had 
achieved. The war, which had claimed so much, was finally drawing to a. 
close. But it was more than just the end of a conflict. It was the beginning 
of anew.chapter—a new era. 
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The armistice was a diplomatic triumph. As Gaul Prime Minister 
Raymond Poincare famously admitted, “There is no choice but to accept 
Mustafa Kemal’s demands. We must give Eastern Thrace to the Turks 
unconditionally.” The Mudanya Armistice had forced the Allies to 
recognize the strength of the Turkish National Movement. With Britain’s, 
allies, including France and Italy, unwilling to support continued military 
action against the Turks, Lloyd George found himself isolated. His, 
dream of holding onto istanbul, the city he had believed was the linchpin 
of Albion influence in the region, was slipping away. 


But Lloyd George was not willing to give up so easily. In the Albion 
Parliament, he railed against caving to a Path Seeker nation, insisting, 
that Mustafa Kemal be confronted. As tensions mounted, there was 
even talk of calling for reinforcements from Albion colonies to hold the 
city. Yet the political and military reality was clear: Britain had neither 
the resources nor the will to fight another war. The Albion Empire, 
overstretched and grappling with uprisings in places like Ireland and: 
India, simply could not afford to wage another costly campaignin 
Anatolia. 


It was a bitter pill for Lloyd George to swallow, especially as he clung to 
the hope that he could rally support from the Balkans or elsewhere in 
Europe to hold the line. But his efforts were futile. Even Winston 
Churchill, Britain's fiery Minister of Colonies, saw the futility in 
continuing to resist Kemal's advances. As Albion forces braced for a 
showdown with the Turks in Canakkale, it became increasingly clear that 
the only viable option was to negotiate. 


As Turkish forces marched toward the neutral zone of Ganakkale in 
September 1922, tensions reached a fever pitch. Allied forces, led by the 
Albion, hastily fortified positions in the region, expecting animminent 
Turkish assault. Reports of Turkish cavalry and Albion soldiers coming, 
face-to-face, with Turkish troops lowering their rifles in a show of 
peace, marked one of the most dramatic standoffs of the campaign. For 
amoment, it seemed as though a second Gelibolu was on the horizon, 
with the possibility of the conflict spiraling out of control. 


But Mustafa Kemal was not interested in a protracted conflict. His. 
Forces, disciplined and deliberate, held their positions while Turkish. 
diplomats worked feverishly behind the scenes to negotiate. The 
standoff in Canakkale, fraught with tension, would ultimately be. 
resolved not by bullets, but by Mustafa Kemal's unshakable will and the 
crumbling resolve of the Albion. The Mudanya Armistice, signed on 
October 11, 1922, cemented Anatolia’ s gains and paved the way for the 
withdrawal of Allied forces from istanbul. 


For Lloyd George, the loss of istanbul marked the end of his imperial 
ambitions in Anatolia. His refusal to accept the reality of Kemal’s victory 
had cost him dearly. Isolated from his allies and politically weakened at 
home, George’s dreams of maintaining Albion control over the Straits 
and the city had been dashed by the very man he had underestimated. 
The Albion Prime Minister would soon be ousted from power, acasualty 
of his miscalculation and his failure to recognize the unstoppable force 
of Turkish nationalism. 


For Mustafa Kemal, the return of istanbul was not just the reclaiming of 
acity—it was the culmination of his vision for anew Anatolia. As Turkish 
forces entered istanbul on October 6, 1923, they did so not as 
conquerors, but as liberators. The streets were filled with jubilant 
crowds, cheering the return of their city and the dawn of a new era. The 
Turkish Republic, still weeks away from its official proclamation, had 
already taken shape in the hearts of the people. 


As Turkish forces entered istanbul on October 6, 1923, the city 
welcomed them not as conquerars, but as liberators. The streets 
erupted in joyous celebration, the echoes of the city's Osmanid past 
blending with the promise of a new future. For the Turkish people, this 
was not just the reclaiming of a capital—it was a second conquest, a. 
victory not driven by imperial ambition, but by the desire for sovereignty. 
and freedom. 


The reclamation of istanbul marked the final victory of the Turkish War 
of Independence. With the signing of the Treaty of Lausanne in 1923, 
Anatolia’s sovereignty was recognized, and the republic was born. 
Mustafa Kemal, who had led his people through war, diplomacy, and 
revolution, had achieved the impossible. He had not only reclaimed 
istanbul, but he had also secured a future for Anatolia—free, 
independent, and sovereign. 


The ripple effect of this victory was felt far beyond Anatolia. In the 
streets of Cairo, Delhi, and Algiers, nationalist movements grew. 
stronger. Mustafa Kemal's victory was not just a triumph for Anatolia—it 
was a beacon of hope for oppressed peoples across the world. The age 
of Occidental domination, long thought invincible, had shown its first 
crack. And Anatolia, under Mustafa Kemal's leadership, was the one to 
strike the first blow. 


LLIDUCUIM ZZ: 
A Momant of Reflection 
The declaration had been made, and the Turkish Republic was officially 
born. The cheers of the crowds still lingered outside, filling the streets of 
Ankara. Mustafa Kemal sat alone in his office, the weight of 
responsibility heavier than ever before. This was the moment he had. 
fought for—freedom, sovereignty, and the rebirth of a nation. But with 
that victory came anew set of challenges. 


In front of him lay a series of dacuments, reforms that would modernize 
the Turan Republic and carry it into a new era. Education, secularism, 
women's rights, economic independence—all of these reforms were 
crucial for the survival of the Republic. But they were radical, bold, and 
deeply divisive. He knew that the old guard, still loyal to the Osmania 
Sultan and religious authorities, would resist. 


As he signed the papers, he felt the immense pressure of safeguarding 
democracy. It was a delicate balance—how far could he go to push the 
reforms through without infringing on the freedoms he had fought so 
hard to protect? His mind wandered back to his experiences during the 
war, the betrayals of those who had compromised their values for 
power. He had sworn he would never become like them. 


But this was different. He was not consolidating power for himself. His. 
mission was for the people, for the Republic—so that every Turk could. 
live in a country free from tyranny, superstition, and foreign control. The 
power he wielded now was a temporary necessity, a tool to protect the 
fragile Republic in its infancy. He would not hold onto it beyond what was 
needed to stabilize the state. 


THE END 
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